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Yes, Professor

“Amanda, I’d like to see you after class,” Professor Adams said. My classmates were all packing up to go and enjoy the rest of the summer day. I had planned to go meet my friends at the beach. I was the only one stupid enough to sign up for a summer class after senior year. The last summer before I went to college was supposed to be all about partying, but I thought it would help me in college if I took a class. Creative writing seemed like a good idea, seeing as how I wanted to be a writer when I grew up.

Boy, was I wrong. It had been a nightmare all month, and now Professor Adams was making me stay late! He eyed me with a sour look on his face as I shrank back into my seat. A blush crept up my cheeks. What did I do wrong this time?

Professor Adams was a good teacher, I guess, but he was really strict. He even looked strict, if that made sense. He was in his forties, with brown hair and cold black eyes. Kind of pudgy, like he didn’t take care of himself. And I guess I could blame his eternally bad mood on the fact that he was teaching creative writing at a community college. He clearly had much bigger plans for himself, but they didn’t pan out. As a result, he was pretty mean. Especially to me.

I really wasn’t used to that. As a young, 18-year-old girl with blonde hair, blue eyes, and a hot body, I was kind of used to being treated like a princess. Especially from fat old dudes who wanted me to like them. I thought Professor Adams was especially mean to me specifically because I looked like every man’s dream girl, and he knew he would never ever get a chance with someone like me. That, plus his failed career, had to make him pretty spiteful.

Anyway, I wasn’t looking forward to dealing with him after class. Especially not alone. It was hard enough dealing with his creepy looks in class. One on one, it would suck twice as bad. But I couldn’t very well refuse him, so I just waited for the last stragglers to filter out of the room. Professor Adams stood at the door until the room was empty except for the two of us, then closed the door. I wasn’t positive, but I thought I heard the lock click. Probably just being paranoid, though. That’s what I told myself as I sat there, watching Professor Adams slowly return to his desk. He stood leaning against it with his arms crossed, staring at me at my desk.

“So,” he said. “I read your last story.”

“Oh,” I said. “Um…was there a problem?”

“I’d say so,” Professor Adams said with a kind of dark smile. “While technically proficient, it was hardly competent when it came to the details and tone.”

I blushed, feeling very embarrassed. Why did he have to make me feel like that? My story was a cute little love story between two high school students. I based it on my own high school boyfriend. We had broken up after graduation, and although I was heartbroken I understood that it wasn’t going to work out when we went to college. I was trying to process all my feelings by writing it out. So to have Professor Adams trash the story felt especially bad, like he was trashing my life!

“Sorry,” I muttered. “I tried.”

“I don’t know how hard you could possibly have tried,” Professor Adams scoffed. “It was totally bland. Very unrealistic.”

“Unrealistic? But it was all based on my real life!” I blurted out, wanting to throw up with my shame and the growing unease I felt being alone with Professor Adams.

“Was it? Well, that’s sad,” Professor Adams said. “There was absolutely no chemistry between your characters. They were totally sexless. Pitiful, really. There was no…passion.”

I blushed even harder. I did NOT want to discuss sex with Professor Adams! I didn’t want to discuss sex with anyone. I was a virgin. My high school boyfriend wanted to wait, and so did I.

“You want to be a good writer, don’t you?” Professor Adams said. I nodded. I did want to be a good writer. I loved writing. I was planning on majoring in it. I wanted to write a book someday. It was what I wanted more than anything! “Then you need to grow up.”

I cocked my head, puzzled. What did that mean?

“You don’t understand anything about love, or sex,” Professor Adams went on. There was that three-letter word again. Yuck! “And you can’t be a writer without understanding those things. It’s impossible. You’ll never be anything but a silly little girl playing pretend.”

My mouth was dry with shame. I guess he had a point. All the best books are written with passion. And my life was very short on passion. I looked down at my hands, my heart sinking.

“You’re a virgin, aren’t you?”

I gasped, my eyes widening as I looked at him. My gross old professor actually just asked me that! He rolled his eyes at my reaction.

“Will you calm down? I’m a grown man. Sex is nothing to me. I don’t care what you do with your teenage boyfriend. I just want to confirm my suspicions.”

“Uh…um…” I stammered, feeling compelled to answer but not really wanting to.

Professor Adams sighed.

“That says it all,” he shook his head. “You’re wasting my time, Amanda. And your own time. I think you should stop coming to class.”

“What?!” I cried. “You can’t be serious!”

“I’ll make sure you get your tuition money back,” he said. “But I don’t want you wasting space and time. Other students here are serious about writing. A little girl like you doesn’t deserve to take my attention away from them.”

“I am serious!” I protested, tears now filling my eyes. “I promise, I’m serious! I’ll do anything to be a writer. I swear!”

“Ha,” Professor Adams barked. “Sure you are. Sure, you’ll do anything. I’ve heard that before.”

“I mean it! Please, don’t kick me out,” I whined. I really was serious. I would do anything he asked if he just let me keep taking the class. I wanted to be a writer – and if he said I needed to do something to become one, I would do it.

“If you really were willing to do anything, you would have to prove it,” Professor Adams mused. “And I don’t think you’re ready to prove anything. Not the way I’d need you to, anyway.”

“I am!” I said. “I am ready! Whatever you want, Professor Adams!”

He studied me, beady little eyes travelling up and down my body. I was leaning forward, my v-cut shirt showing off cleavage. His eyes landed there and stayed there.

“Fine, I’ll give you this one chance to prove it,” he said, licking his lips. My stomach dropped. I was starting to feel like I knew what he was going to make me do. “As I said before, all good writing comes from passion. And all passion, regardless of what form it takes, comes from one place: sex. If you want me to teach you, you’ll have to prove you’re open to passion. You’ll have to have sex.”

“Oh,” I said softly, the horrible realization crashing down on me. “Oh…”

“I knew you weren’t ready,” Professor Adams laughed, looking away. “Waste of time….”

This was it. This was the make or break moment of my life. If I refused this challenge, could I ever really be a good writer? Was this the universe trying to show me the road to my fate? My stomach churned, my body burning with shame and horror and uncertainty. A lump in my throat choked me. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath.

“Fine,” I squeaked. “I’ll do it. How…how will I prove to you that I did it?”

“Oh, you misunderstand,” Professor Adams said. I still had my eyes closed, and I could have sworn his voice was much closer than before. Peeking through my lids, this suspicion was confirmed. Professor Adams was standing right in front of my desk. His dumb shirt tucked into his dumb khakis, which showed a notable and grotesque bulge at the crotch. He was grinning. Before I could react, he reached forward and swept a strand of blonde hair behind my ear. I let out a strangled sound while fighting the urge to run away. “I’ll be the one fucking you, Amanda. It’s the only way.”

“S…sir…” I could only say, my mind going blank. Lose my virginity to Professor Adams? Really? Was I honestly going to do that? If I wanted to be a writer, did I have a choice?

“That’s a nice way to start,” he chuckled, stroking my cheek now. “I like that. Sir. You can keep calling me Sir.”

He was so gross! A fat old pervert who wanted me to call him Sir! So why wasn’t I bolting from the room, running out of the building? Why was I just sitting there, letting him stroke my cheek?

“Very good,” he murmured. “You have a lovely, naturally submissive air about you. It will serve you well. By the end of the day, I will have you begging on your knees. I will ignite such passion in you that you will have the potential to be a great writer. You want that, don’t you?”

I could only nod. I didn’t even feel like crying – I was way past that. I was horrified and disgusted, but I also knew this was the only way. And something about the way Professor Adams touched me like he owned me…my body was reacting. It was really confusing.

“Stand up,” Professor Adams ordered. I bit my lip as I did what he said, rising on shaky legs. Maybe this would be quick. A guy like him couldn’t hold out too long with a girl like me, right? Professor Adams smiled his sick smile at me again. “Good girl.”

Ugh. I hated the way butterflies fluttered in my stomach when he said that, like I actually cared about him saying I was good. My whole body was shaking as Professor Adams put his hands on my shoulders. I closed my eyes, wincing at the weight of his palms on me.

“I’ll start slow, for your sake,” Professor Adams said. I could feel his words against my lips, hot puffs of air. I shrank back, but it was too late. He put his lips on mine, his tongue pushing into my mouth and sliding against my tongue. It was like kissing my ex-boyfriend, kind of, but Professor Adams was much more forceful. He gripped me tight, pulling me into an embrace as he slid his tongue down my throat.

Rigid, I felt his hard cock against me. I moaned in disgust, but he didn’t stop, just kept devouring my mouth, kissing me like I was some tramp in a porno, shoving his tongue down my throat. The longer it went on, the more I forced myself to relax. It wasn’t that bad…was it? Professor Adams put his hand on the back of my head, holding tight around my waist and shoving his hips forward. He tasted like mint. I let my shoulders slump, preparing myself for what would happen next.

Somehow, in the process of forcing myself to relax, I started to kind of enjoy it. He was a gross old brute, but it was hot to think that he was so hard for my tight teenage body. And the kiss was so forceful, so demanding, I couldn’t escape his grip if I tried – and that was weirdly sexy.

My nipples even tingled, and I experimented with moving my tongue against his. He groaned into my mouth, dropping both hands to my ass and squeezing. Shocked, I tried to pull back, but I was pinned between Professor Adams and the desk. Something inside me exploded a little bit when he finally pulled away, dragging my lower lip in his teeth.

“Not bad, my little slut-in-training,” he growled. “I can tell you were enjoying that. That’s good.”

He gyrated against me and I shuddered as my pussy tensed.

“Gotta be careful,” Professor Adams grinned. “You might enjoy it so much you forget all about writing and decide to just be a little whore. I’d like to see an innocent little thing like you turned into a cock-worshipping nympho.”

That would never happen! I was going to let Professor Adams fuck me this one time – and that was it!

“I’m getting ahead of myself,” he chuckled. “Go ahead and strip for me. Make it nice. Writers need confidence, and nothing says confidence like a striptease.”

Ewww. Professor Adams backed up to his desk, his erection clearly visible. I looked down at my short shorts and tight t-shirt. Confidence? I didn’t feel very confident – I felt cornered. But I had committed to this. Sighing, I unzipped my shorts and let them drop to the floor, standing in front of my teacher in only my panties. I had my shirt half-way off when Professor Adams interrupted.

“Are you as bad at following directions as you are at writing? I said striptease, not throw all your clothes off like you’re about to go skinnydipping. Seduce me, Amanda.”

I gulped, blushing hard in shame. I closed my eyes and pictured a music video. Something really sexy. Breathing slowly, I moved my hips back and forth, swiveling them as I slowly pulled off my shirt. My c-cup breasts, all perky and bubbly, spilled from the cups of my demi-bra as I unhooked it and dropped it to the floor.

And then I froze.

I was half-naked in front of my professor. I’d never been half-naked in front of anyone – ever! And my nipples were hard! Was I actually aroused by this? Why did I feel all tingly and damp between my thighs? I wanted to cry with the self-loathing that rolled through me when I realized I was actually trying to seduce a man old enough to be my father.

“Why did you stop?” Professor Adams growled. “I want to see those tits bounce. Jump up and down for me. Now.”

God, this was so embarrassing! Tears filled my eyes as I did as he said, jumping up and down in place so that my big, healthy tits bounced for Professor Adams’ pleasure. He looked like a wolf in a cartoon, salivating over my perfect, teenage, virgin body on display before him.

“Take your panties off,” he growled. I stopped jumping. This was it. The last shred of modesty I had. With a whimper, I rolled them down until I was completely naked in the middle of the classroom. If anyone knew what was happening, my friends or classmates or parents…

I wanted to go home.

“Come here,” Professor Adams said. “Look at me.”

I shuffled forward, dragging my eyes to meet his. They sparkled with dark delight. As though he enjoyed my reluctance, my surrender. He growled a bit as I got within arm’s reach of him – a second later and he was picking me up by my waist, swinging me around and sitting me on the desk. I gasped, his big hands hot on my body, the movement fast. Professor Adams forced my knees apart by stepping between them. He was going to fuck me. He was just going to defile me right there on the desk, without…

Oh. He wasn’t doing that – yet. I moaned as Professor Adams grabbed my breasts. It was the first time a man had ever touched them, and my hard nipples immediately reacted. Brushing his thumb across them, Professor Adams kneaded and groped my young flesh, panting with lust.

“Look at me,” he growled again, and I forced myself to meet his eyes. His unabashed lust made me squirm, unwelcome tingles running from my nipples to my pussy. “That’s right. It feels good, doesn’t it? You like it, don’t you?”

He tweaked my nipples and I arched my back with a cry. It felt so good, my body flush and shaking as he teased and stroked my sensitive, virgin flesh. Dampness spread between my legs as my old teacher played with my body.

“Say it,” he growled. “Tell me how it feels.”

“G-good,” I moaned, and then cried out once more as he leaned down and put his mouth on my nipple, sucking it between his lips. It was like an electric shock, straight between my legs. Shame and lust both flamed in my cheeks as he sucked and licked my tits, one at a time, each second making me pant and moan and writhe more and more. He was growling and moaning around my flesh, like an animal, or the dirty old man he was. I couldn’t believe I was letting this old perv suck my fresh, young tits…and liking it! When he pulled away, dragging one nipple between his teeth, I moaned in disappointment.

“Don’t worry, my little fuckpet,” Professor Adams said with a wry grin. “There’s plenty more where that came from. But first, I want to see if you’re finally getting passionate for me…”

Couldn’t he see for himself? My nipples were hard, my cheeks red…what more proof did he need that I was aroused? Did he just mean to embarrass me – again? Professor Adams reached down between my legs, and thrust two fingers inside me. I screamed at the sudden intrusion – pain and satisfaction alike as he pushed forward, heedless of how my tight virgin pussy resisted.

“Professor! Sir! Wait, please, wait! It hurts, I…oh!” I gasped as he pulled his fingers out just as suddenly as he’d thrust them in. He sneered, bringing his fingers to my lips and shoving them into my mouth. They were wet with my juices, and I had no choice but to suck them dry.

“That’s it,” Professor Adams said. “Taste that? There’s your passion, little girl. You’re finally learning. Now, it’s time for you to repay me for doing you this favor. I don’t have to waste my time fucking a useless little virgin, but I’m doing it because I care. So get on your knees and thank me.”

My heart hammered against my ribcage as I slid down to my knees. I blinked up at him, a tear rolling down my cheek. I felt like I’d never felt before – warmth radiating all through me, hot wet desire between my legs, disgust and shame at prostrating myself in front of this old pervert adding an edge to my lust.

“Thank you,” I said. “Thank you, Sir.”

“That’s not what I meant,” Professor Adams laughed. I realized he was unzipping his pants. His cock sprang free, hard and throbbing – and thick. Really thick, and long. Pre-cum dribbled from the tip as he stroked it slowly before my face. I’d never seen one in real life before. Professor Adams certainly was teaching me a lot. I was just sitting there, looking at it, when he grabbed a handful of my hair and pulled my face close.

“I want you to thank me with your mouth,” he growled. “Be a good little girl and suck me off. It’s the least you can do to thank me. Stick your tongue out.”

I could feel tears welling up again. I didn’t want to do that! But what choice did I have? With a sniffle and a whine, I opened my mouth and stuck my tongue out, closing my eyes.

“Look up at me while you service my cock,” he growled, shaking my head. “Worship it, Amanda. You’ll have to get used to that. If you want to be taken seriously, you’ll probably have to suck off a lot of editors and publishers. That’s the only way for a girl to really get ahead in the industry. If you’re serious about being a writer, you better learn to adore cock. Love it. Love sucking it, fucking it, taking it in your ass.”

I groaned, looking up at his dark, leering eyes. I didn’t know what to do, how to react. I’d come too far to turn back – but I’d never sucked a cock, and didn’t know what to do.

“I don’t know how,” I whimpered. “Show me, please, Sir.”

Professor Adams grinned.

“What a sweet little cum slut you’re turning out to be,” he said. “Just sit still with your mouth open and your tongue out.”

I took a deep breath and did as he said, keeping eye contact while opening my jaw wide. Professor Adams grabbed the base of his cock and pushed it forward until the head slipped against my tongue. His other hand tangled in my hair, taking control of my head. He pulled me forward while sliding his cock between my lips.

I immediately felt like gagging and choking as the smell of him overcame my senses, the taste of his pre-cum sliding down my throat. But it all just made my mouth water, providing even more lubrication for Professor Adams to rape my mouth. His cock pressed against my tongue, hit my cheeks as he slid my head up and down on itHe groaned as he forced my head even deeper, until his cock was almost at my throat. I moaned, wanting to breathe, but he held me tight.

“Good little fuck slave,” he groaned. “You like it, don’t you?”

No, I didn’t! Not really, anyway. I mean, it was kind of hot, being at his mercy, being forced to service his cock, breathing his musky scent as he raped my throat. Okay, it was so hot that I was dripping wet. But I didn’t like it.

He jerked his hips up and forced my head down at the same time. I released a muffled cry as he pulsed into my throat, hitting the very back, making me gag. Tears were finally flowing down my cheeks, an automatic reaction to the feeling that I was choking. My body was struggling to get enough oxygen, my nostrils flaring to keep up as he started really grinding into my throat.

I moaned around him, whimpering; I could feel his cock swell, ramming into my throat over and over until he was out of breath. With a grunt, he shoved himself all the way in, every inch buried in my mouth, my nose pressed into his pubes. His hips jerked, and a hot, salty, musky liquid filled my throat. It spilled back into my cheeks, dripping from my lips, as Professor Adams spasmed and thrust again and again. He poured his cum into my throat, and I could only swallow it, feeling it drip down into my belly, filling it up.

“Very nice,” he said, breathless, as he pulled away. His limp cock trailed cum from the tip, and I coughed and gasped for air. Thank god he came, I thought. Surely, that meant this was over. He couldn’t come again so soon, right? “Now, it’s time for you to learn what all that passion is good for.”

What? I didn’t understand. All I knew was that Professor Adams was yanking me off the ground by my hair, throwing me onto the desk again. His chubby body pressed me down while his hands spread my knees wide, exposing my virgin slit.

“What do you mean, Sir?” I whined. “I thought…”

“You don’t think I’d actually let you leave here without experiencing the full range of sexual activity, do you? No, my pet. You’re my student, and my job is to teach you. Now, I’m going to teach you how to come.”

“What?” I gasped. There was no way this gross old perv was going to make me come! I was just doing all this to stay in his class. I wasn’t actually enjoying it! My heart raced as he shoved me back onto the desk.

“I bet you’ve never even had an orgasm,” he taunted from between my legs. “That’s why your writing is so stiff and dull. You have no idea what it feels like to climax. That ends today. After today, you’ll know just how good a man can make you feel. And I’ll bet you’ll be desperate to feel it again and again.”

“Sir…” I moaned, blushing bright red. He was right, of course. But now he was kissing my bare stomach, making me wiggle as tendrils of excitement reached through my body. I was throbbing between my legs, my slit aching while my clit swelled. All my blood was rushing to my pussy. Cold air blew over my hard nipples. He slipped his fingers between my pussy lips, sliding them up and down, spreading my wetness from top to bottom. My lungs felt too tight, I couldn’t get enough air. And I couldn’t regulate my body temperature. I didn’t know what I wanted, but I wanted it so bad that it hurt.

“Shut up and lay back,” Professor Adams barked. His lips were inches from my mound. His fingers never even grazed my clit, but electricity tingled all around it. My hips thrust upwards on their own, my body needing release.  I looked up just in time to see Professor Adams between my legs, licking his lips. His fingers stopped at my slit and entered slowly, spreading me once more. Then he leaned in and kissed my pussy, wrapping his lips around my clit. I cried out, my head slamming into the desk as my muscles gave out.

My hips bucked upward to meet his tongue, my thighs trembling with tense need. It all made sense now. What I wanted, needed, so badly. Professor Adams’ tongue brought me utter ecstasy as it lapped and suckled my clit, his fingers gently probing my tight virgin slit. Years of teenage lust boiled down to this one moment as my professor ate my pussy on his desk. He swung my calves over his shoulders, and my thighs clenched around his head.

“Oh, fuck!” I cried out, my voice cracking as warmth exploded from my slit, radiating all through my tender body, every muscle releasing at once. My pleasure was a single point of light, flashing wildly before going out, leaving me breathless and sweating on his desk. Professor Adams lapped at my juices before releasing my flesh and crawling up my prone body. I felt…empty.

“More,” was all I could say. Professor Adams laughed in my face. I felt his cock, hard once more, pressed against my thigh.

“Oh, you want more? You’ll get more. A lot more. You’re getting it all, little girl,” he said. “Every inch.”

This was it. He was pressing the head of his cock against my virgin pussy, thrusting slightly. I was about to lose my virginity to my professor, on his desk. Trembling with fear and need, I bit my lip and waited. I didn’t have to wait long. Professor Adams groaned, burying his head into my neck, as he slammed his cock against my hymen and ripped it open.

All at once, I felt him filling me up, stretching my tight slit with his thickness. I screamed out in pain, all pleasure disappearing. It felt like I was being torn in two. Professor Adams thrust his hips again and again, driving deeper and deeper, until I felt him slide every inch inside me, his balls resting against my ass, my pussy fully defiled and innocence corrupted.

“Sweet, tight, virgin pussy,” he groaned, beginning to fuck me in long, hard strokes. “So good.”

He heaved himself up so he could watch me, and grabbed my tits, kneading them while fucking me on his desk. I closed my eyes, trying to block out the pain.

“Look at me,” he ordered. Blinking, I made eye contact and moaned. “That’s right. You’re going to be my little fuckpet. I’m going to fuck you every single day, until you finally learn your place. You want to be a writer? You’re going to write all the dirty things I do to you, and share them with the class. You’re going to write down every sick fantasy I put into your head. I want you to be the nastiest little slut in the city.”

“Yes, Sir,” I moaned, feeling his words excite me despite their abusive nature. The pain was…fading. Slowly. And something else was taking its place. My body was waking up to something new. Professor Adams held me down, using me as his plaything, and I liked it. I could feel a need swelling inside me: for more, faster, harder. I wanted my professor to ravage my virgin pussy. I wanted this old man to fuck me so hard and so deep that I exploded. I could feel it, so close…

“There you go,” Professor Adams laughed, watching my facial expressions change. “Thatta girl. Now I’m going to show you how a real slut takes it.”

I moaned as he pulled out, then squealed when his arms encircled me again and I found myself flipped over, my toes on the ground, bent over the desk. My tits pressed against some random papers while Professor Adams spread my thighs again and plunged forward. He grabbed my hair, shoving my face cheek-first into the desk. He could go so much deeper not. I felt him stab my very core. It hurt. But it was good. It was so good. It was what I wanted. What I needed. I rubbed myself backwards, grinding against him, driving him deeper and deeper into my tight pussy.

“Yes, little girl,” he growled. “Fuck yourself on my cock. Show me what a good little fuck slave you’re gonna be.”

“Oh…oh god…oh god oh fuck oh god oh…” I cried, until I felt that swelling pressure again, and I knew I was going to come. My professor slipped a hand around my waist and his fingers found my clit. I shattered. My pussy gushed, grinding against him desperately, clenching again and again while my body bucked. My pervy old professor, buried in my tight virgin slit, made me come so hard that I was drooling. I didn’t even notice when he pulled out, smearing my juices upwards, around my rosebud. I definitely did notice the pressure there when he started to push against my ass.

“Last stop,” he grunted. “I’m gonna fuck your ass so hard, little girl.”

I didn’t have time to process it: I just felt him sliding forward, tearing me open, my virgin asshole barely able to fit him. I clenched my teeth as he steadily plunged forward, until every inch was buried in my ass. His balls hit my dripping slit, and he grabbed my hips like a saddle before fucking me.

I whimpered, feeling the pain morph into something else – discomfort…and a sort of pleasure. Enough that I could stand it as he went faster and harder, the sound of our bodies smacking together filling the room.

“Ready to take all this cum up your ass?” Professor Adams asked.

“Sir,” was all I could say. “Yes, Sir.”

He slammed forward one last time, until I was sure he was going to break something inside me, and came. His hot seed filled my rosebud, rope after rope of it splashing against me. He stayed inside me for what felt like five minutes, just emptying his balls into my ass. When he finally pulled out, leaving me dripping and broken, I couldn’t move. My body felt achy and stiff, yet light and satisfied.

“Well, there you have it,” Professor Adams said. I heard him zipping up and doing his belt. I still couldn’t move. “That should give you enough material to work with for the rest of the summer. Though you can only benefit from more. I’m always happy to help my students find inspiration. But for now, you at least know what passion is. What sex is. I expect you to put your knowledge to good use for your next story.”

“Yes, Sir,” I mumbled, finally gathering the strength to get off the desk and look for my clothes. I should have felt embarrassed, stumbling around naked in front of my professor. But he’d just filled my stomach and ass with cum – there wasn’t much use in being embarrassed.

“And I meant what I said,” Professor Adams suddenly grabbed my arm, pulling me close. “You’re mine, Amanda. Or I could contact your future professors, tell them just how low you’ll go for a grade…”

My eyes widened. He wouldn’t, would he? But of course, by the look in his eye, I knew he would.

“Yes, Sir,” I whispered. He let me go, smiling.

“Good,” he said. “Then I’ll see you tomorrow. With a new story.  Write about this encounter.”

Professor Adams left me in the room alone to gather my things. I couldn’t walk normal – my ass hurt and leaked so much that I wobbled. And when I got into my car, I found it hard to sit down as well. But I had a lot of sitting to do that night: in front of my computer. I had an assignment to complete.

And I did it. I wrote the story of how I lost my virginity to my creative writing professor. What do you think, Professor Adams? Is it passionate enough?

Do you think I have potential as a writer now?

Or just a slut?


Begging my Boss

When you babysit for a family for two years, you learn a lot about them. Like, the kids’ favorite movies, the wife’s perfume, the sound of the husband’s footsteps on the porch. By the time I turned 18 and had been sitting for the Peters for two years, I knew almost everything there was to know about them.

Including the incredibly sad fact that Mrs. Peters was a stone cold bitch.

She was perfectly pleasant to me. And she was a good mother, too. But with Mr. Peters? She was the ice queen. I watched her give him the cold shoulder over and over again. They’d leave for a party or something and she’d stalk out the door before he could put his hand on her lower back. Then a few hours later, they’d come home in silence and she’d go up to bed while Mr. Peters drove me home. And I could just tell from his mood that he had no hope of getting lucky that night.

It wouldn’t surprise me to know that they hadn’t had sex in the entire time I babysat for them.

Chloe, their daughter, also noticed the strain between her parents. That was sad, too. Chloe was the sweetest little girl. I really grew to love her, almost like she was my younger sister. Or maybe even like my daughter.

Anyway, I felt really bad for Mr. Peters. He was a really good-looking older guy. He was my father’s age, but he worked out all the time and looked way younger. He had distinguished salt-and-pepper hair, nice blue eyes, and an adorably rough, permanent five-o-clock shadow. I couldn’t imagine why Mrs. Peters didn’t see what I saw in her husband. If he were my husband, I wouldn’t let him go a day without some relief.

It’s a woman’s job to take care of her man. I have always known that. What else is a woman for, except raising kids and helping their men relax?

The tension in the house just got worse and worse over time. I graduated high school and was going to community college in the city by the time things started to really boil over. One night, Mr. and Mrs. Peters went off to a party. They came home only two hours later. Mrs. Peters stomped up the stairs and slammed the door. Mr. Peters came into the living room, looking distraught. Chloe was already asleep, and I was watching television. I turned it off quickly as Mr. Peters entered the room.

“Everything okay?” I asked. “I thought you guys wouldn’t be back until midnight.”

“Everything’s…fine,” Mr. Peters sighed. He pulled out his wallet. “I’ll pay you for the full time, Nina. I know you’re saving up for a car.”

“Oh, you don’t have to…” I tried to stop him.

“Yes, I do,” Mr. Peters said, holding out the money. “Please, Nina. I know how much you mean to Chloe. How much you mean to this family. Chloe needs you right now…”

His eyes glanced up to the ceiling, up towards the bedroom where his wife was noisily undressing.

“Of course,” I said, taking the cash. Our fingertips met and my stomach jolted, the way it always did when Mr. Peters and I touched. “I love Chloe. And you…guys.”

I blushed. I almost revealed something I never ever wanted Mr. Peters to know.

“Thanks,” Mr. Peters said, clearly not perturbed. He probably didn’t even notice. Poor guy had a lot on his mind.

“Do you want to talk about it?” I asked, hoping that I could help in some way. Maybe he just needed someone to listen. Mr. Peters glanced at me.

“Erm…no, no, that wouldn’t be appropriate,” he said.

“Mr. Peters, you can trust me,” I said. “Anyway…I do still need a ride home.”

“Of course,” Mr. Peters said, running a hand through his hair. “Let’s go.”

He led me out to the car, jangling his car keys the whole way. His nervous tick. I bet I could take some of those nerves away, if I had the chance. But I would never overstep my boundaries that way…unless he asked. And Mr. Peters couldn’t possibly interested in a young girl like me. Even with my B-cup breasts and slim, toned body, I knew he would only be interested in a real woman. I’d never even had sex before!

My house was a good twenty minutes away, and usually Mr. Peters and I would just chat about music or something. He was really funny, and had the best taste in music. But that night, he was silent for the first five minutes. I felt more uncomfortable as time went on, and shifted in my seat. Mr. Peters noticed, glancing over at me.

“I’m sorry, Nina,” he said. “I’m just not feeling my best tonight.”

“I understand,” I rushed to assure him. “It seems like you two had a fight?”

Mr. Peters sighed.

“Well…yes, I suppose we did,” Mr. Peters said, his shoulders slumping. “But it’s nothing you need to worry about, my dear.”

“It might make you feel better to talk about it,” I suggested. Before I could stop myself, I had reached across the emergency brake and lightly touched his thigh. The car swerved slightly as Mr. Peters jumped at my touch, while I quickly removed my hand and held it against my chest. What was with me tonight? It was like seeing my boss in such a state had really made me want to comfort him.

“Marriage is just…difficult,” Mr. Peters said, his eyes continually glancing towards me. “Linda and I don’t see eye to eye anymore. And tonight…tonight things kind of came to a head.”

I nodded, glad that my inappropriate touch hadn’t scared him off.

“It’s my fault,” he said, knuckles whitening as he clutched the steering wheel. He was getting kind of emotional. “I was hitting on a younger woman! There. I said it. I’m sorry, Nina. I shouldn’t be telling you this…”

“No, please,” I implored, ignoring the pang of sadness in my chest when I thought of Mr. Peters being with someone else. Someone other than…me. “Mr. Peters, I’ve seen how Mrs. Peters treats you. And I know it’s not my place to say…but you deserve better. How can anyone blame you for showing interest in someone else? Mrs. Peters acts like she doesn’t even like you!”

Mr. Peters licked his lips, and I caught his eyes. For the first time ever, his gaze swept up and down my body – really looking at me, if you catch my drift. My heartrate increased, my breath quickening. I felt so good under his eyes…

“You’re too young to understand,” he choked out after a moment, turning his attention back to the road.

“I’m not,” I insisted. “Sir…trust me. I…I get that men have needs. I may not have much experience, but I’m very much aware that a woman should always try to please her man. And Mr. Peters, there are lots of women who would try much harder than Mrs. Peters. For you? Boy…I…”

I stammered, wanting so badly to tell him how I felt. But he was so on edge. I didn’t want to make him mad or ruin my relationship with him and Chloe. Mr. Peters turned towards my street.

“You’re a very nice young lady,” he finally said. My heart plunged. I knew that’s how he saw me. I looked down at my lap, embarrassed. “And you shouldn’t talk like that.”

“Like what?” I asked. I was angry at myself, and it was coming out in all the wrong ways.

“Like you…like you’re interested in me,” he said.

“But I am!” I blurted out. I squealed, putting my hand over my mouth. My eyes widened. I stared at Mr. Peter’s profile in the passing streetlights, wondering how he would react. I thought I saw his lips twitch, but otherwise he was impassive.

“You just don’t know,” he finally muttered. We were pulling up to my house. He finally looked at me, his eyes…sad. I felt so bad that I’d made him sad. That was the last thing I wanted. What I wanted more than anything in that moment was to just make him feel better. I knew how, too. I’d practiced a few times on guys from my school. Nothing serious, since they were all dumb boys. But I’d wanted to know what to do just in case…

Well, anyway, I couldn’t help but glance at his lap. I licked my lips. I knew that I could make him feel really good…if only he’d let me.

Mr. Peters coughed.

“Nina? We’re here,” he said.

“Oh, right,” I blushed. I put my hand on the door handle. “Erm…I’m sorry.”

“For what?” Mr. Peters said. “I should be apologizing. Thank you for listening, Nina.”

“Anytime,” I promised, nodding fervently. “Really, Mr. Peters. Anytime you need anything from me…I’m here for you.”

He opened his mouth like he had something to say, but then he closed it again, a strange look on his face. I bit my lip before opening the car door and getting out. Mr. Peters waited, as always, for me to get inside before driving off. I leaned against the door, my heart pounding and skin flushed, thinking about how I’d just admitted my feelings to Mr. Peters…and how he didn’t seem to care at all. I ran upstairs and cried myself to sleep.
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The next week, I was really nervous about going for my usual Friday night babysitting gig at the Peters’. I hadn’t spoken to Mr. Peters – or Mrs. Peters – since the week before. As my dad drove me, I fidgeted in my seat. What if I got there and Mr. Peters told me to go home, that I was fired because I was so inappropriate?

I rang the doorbell, butterflies in my stomach. When the door opened, all the butterflies went away – replaced by concern. Mr. Peters looked awful! I mean, he was still handsome, but he looked miserable. He was wearing gym shorts and a white t-shirt – he always dressed much nicer than that. And I could see past him, into the house. It was a mess! It looked like no one had cleaned the place up since I’d been there a week before!

“Oh, jeeze,” Mr. Peters said when he saw me. My dad had already driven off. “I forgot…I forgot…”

“Mr. Peters, what’s wrong?” I said, stepping inside.

“Linda left,” he admitted. “Nina, Chloe is at a sleepover tonight. I don’t need…”

“She left? Left where? For how long?”

“For good,” Mr. Peters said, rubbing his face with his hands. That explained the state of the house…Mr. Peters worked full time. He couldn’t possibly take care of Chloe and clean the house and make dinners all at the same time. I dropped my bag and turned to him.

“Well, Chloe might not be here, but please let me stay,” I said. “Let me help you. I’ll clean up the house and even make dinner. You can relax and watch tv or something. You look like you need a break.”

Mr. Peters stared at me for a moment, and I was afraid he’d say no. But then his shoulders slumped.

“That would be great,” he sighed. “Honestly. Thank you, Nina.”

“No problem!” I said. “Go sit down in the den. I’ll bring you a beer!”

Mr. Peters gave me a strange look, but then he did as I suggested. I got a beer from the fridge and brought it to him in the den, where the TV was on to a basketball game.

“Now, you just relax and let me take care of everything,” I promised. I could whip that house into shape in no time, and I was a pretty good cook too. By the time the sun set, I had the place looking good and a fully cooked lasagna ready to be eaten.

Mr. Peters came into the kitchen looking amazed.

“Nina, this place looks amazing! And that smells even better,” he said, pointing to the lasagna. “You’re an angel.”

I warmed all over at his praise. Dishing out a heaping serving of lasagna, I set the plate before him and got him another beer. Soon, we were eating and chatting like normal. He seemed much better than he had when he opened the door. I carefully avoided talking about Linda – Mrs. Peters – or anything that could remind him of her. When we finished eating, Mr. Peters leaned back with a sigh.

“That was the best meal I’ve had in years,” he said. His face darkened. “Linda was an awful cook.”

“I’m so sorry, Mr. Peters,” I sympathized. “This must be so hard for you.”

“Thank you, Nina,” he said. “You’ve always been so good to us. I’m really glad to have you in my life.”

“Let me do the dishes while you go relax,” I said.

“Oh, no, I couldn’t…”

“Yes, you can,” I insisted. “A man like you deserves a stress-free night once in a while.”

He gave me another one of those strange looks before returning to the den. I cleaned up the kitchen, then went to join him. He was watching some crime drama, and I sat on the couch beside him.

“Well,” I said. “Is there anything else I can do to help?”

“No, no,” Mr. Peters said. “You’ve already done enough. More than enough.”

“Are you sure?” I asked, feeling jittery just from sitting so close to him. “Because you know…I know a man needs more than just food and a clean house.”

My mouth went dry as I waited for him to respond. Would he get mad? Was I coming on too strong? With Mrs. Peters out of the picture, he’d need a woman around the house…

“Nina, do you know what you’re doing to me?” Mr. Peters asked, his voice sharp. “I don’t think you do.”

“I’m sorry,” I mumbled. “I just…I really, really want to…to make you feel good.”

Mr. Peters sighed.

“You don’t know what you’re saying,” he said. I shook my head fervently and slid a little closer.

“No! I do! I’ve thought about it a lot. I know that Mrs. Peters wasn’t fulfilling all your needs, sir. I can just tell. And a man needs to have a woman who’ll take care of every need. I could do that for you. Please, Mr. Peters. I’m putting everything on the line here.”

“Do you even know what you’re talking about?” Mr. Peters sounded desperate. “What needs are you talking about?”

I blushed. I didn’t want to say it aloud, but…

“Sexual,” I whispered. “Mr. Peters, sir, I’m 18. I’m not a child.”

He licked his lips, another strange look on his face. I noted how his nostrils flared.

“What would you do to take care of my sexual needs, Nina?” Mr. Peters growled. His eyes were travelling up and down my body again, lingering on my chest. I was wearing short shorts a v-neck t-shirt, showing enough cleavage that I hoped he would want to see more.

“Um…I could touch you…there,” I said, leaning in. “You could do anything you want to me, sir.”

“You don’t mean that,” he shook his head.

“I do,” I nodded, pleading with my eyes. “Let me show you. Please? Please, Mr. Peters, can I just…just…”

His fingers twitched. I was nearly pressed against him. My eyes glanced down to his lap, and I was excited by the hardness I saw under his loose-fitting shorts. I was really doing it!

“Just what? Just touch my cock? Fine! You want it so goddamn bad…”

Mr. Peters reached down and pulled at his shorts. I gasped as his cock sprang into view, half-erect and already huge. It was thick as my wrist and longer than any I’d seen before. My nipples tightened, my body excited by finally seeing Mr. Peters’ cock. I would finally be able to do for him what his wife never did.

“Thank you,” I moaned, crawling onto the floor and kneeling between his knees. He watched me hungrily, holding himself at the base. “Thank you, sir. I just want so bad to make you feel good.”

“Then do it,” he growled. “Go ahead. Stop begging and do it.”

My body flushed as I reached forward and gripped his cock. He groaned, releasing himself as he swelled up even more. Licking my lips, I slowly stroked his beautiful member, watching it gradually grow bigger and bigger. Mr. Peters leaned his head back, closing his eyes as I began to jerk him off. My mouth watered for more, and I leaned in close, reaching my tongue out to the tip. When it made contact, Mr. Peters’ whole body jumped and he looked down at me again.

“Oh, fuck, Nina,” he groaned. I loved the way my name sounded on his lips, and wanted to hear it again. Keeping my eyes on him, I wrapped my lips around the head and sucked. Mr. Peters reached out, grabbing my head with one hand, burying his fingers in my hair.

My whole body was lighting up as I sucked my boss’ dick. Inch by inch, I took him into my mouth, until he hit the back of my throat and I couldn’t fit anymore. I used my hand to stroke him while my mouth bobbed up and down on his thickness. I fought my gag reflex, forcing him deeper and deeper into my throat. He watched me in a stupor, putting the gentlest pressure on the back of my head.

“Jesus Christ,” he moaned. “It’s been so fucking long…I can’t last…”

He was going to cum! Mr. Peters was going to cum in my mouth! I was so excited, I started to suck him faster. He increased the pressure on my head, forcing me further down his shaft with each stroke. My throat stretched, aching, as my airways were blocked and my eyes watered. Gazing up at him, I watched his face contort with pleasure. Soon, he was holding me so tight that I couldn’t move at all. He was thrusting his hips up and forcing my head down, breathing hard.

“God, yes,” he groaned. “Take it, Nina. Take my cock. I’m gonna cum in your sweet little throat…”

I groaned in desire, and reached for his balls. Stroking the tender flesh, I cupped him in my palm as he gave one last violent jerk. Closing my eyes, I felt him bursting in my throat. Hot, thick jizz dripped down into my stomach, filling my cheeks and spilling from my lips. It was like he was dumping two years of cum into my belly, he jerked again and again in my mouth as the thick ropes slid down my throat.

I choked as he finally pulled out, the last few bursts of jizz landing on my face. I eagerly licked it down, savoring the salty taste. Mr. Peters was panting. I loved seeing how loose his body was now, how much more relaxed. Wiping away and lapping up the last of his cum, I crawled up to sit beside him on the couch.

“So you’ve done that before, I can tell,” Mr. Peters said. I blushed, wondering if that was a bad thing.

“Well…I wanted to know how to do it in case I…I just wanted to make sure I’d know how,” I explained, stammering slightly.

“It’s alright,” Mr. Peters grinned. “I’m not judging you. That was amazing, Nina. I’d like to return the favor, if you’d let me?”

“Oh,” I blushed harder. I never expected that! I knew that guys could go down on girls, but I’d never experienced it before. I’d only ever touched myself…thinking of Mr. Peters, of course. The idea of him touching me was almost too much to bear. But did he really want to, or was he just being polite? “You don’t have to, sir. I know you’re probably tired now, I know it takes a lot out of guys when they cum.”

“Nina, my wife hasn’t touched me in two years,” he said, eyes feasting on my body. “I have plenty of energy.”

My chest felt like it was blooming.

“Are you sure?” I asked. “I don’t want you to have to do any work.”

“Nina,” Mr. Peters growled, leaning closer. “It’s not work. I’m not going to ask you again. I want to taste your pussy, and make you cum. And if you don’t tell me to stop right now, that’s what’s going to happen. Understand?”

My jaw dropped. He was crawling over me now, forcing me back against the couch until I was laying underneath him. His muscled body pressed mine down. When he finally lowered his lips to mine, I felt like I could have cum from a breeze. He tasted so good, and his tongue forced its way past my lips, taking charge.

His hands came to my breasts, squeezing them through my shirt and bra. My hard, tight nipples ached for his touch, while my pussy throbbed with heat. Mr. Peters ripped my t-shirt, tearing it as he tugged it down to expose my bra. With a sure hand, he unclasped the front of my bra, parting the cups to reveal my chest.

I moaned in satisfaction as his mouth left mine and travelled to my tits. He sucked and nibbled the flesh there, avoiding my tender nipples while cupping my breasts from below. He made feral noises, biting down on my flesh, leaving marks. I wanted him to mark my entire body. Desire whipped through me, and I cried out when he finally sucked my nipple between his lips. First one, then the other. All the while, my hips thrust upward against his thigh, my slit getting wetter and wetter.

Mr. Peters sucked and licked my nipples for what felt like hours, until I was panting and sweating and my panties were soaked. I needed more.

“Please,” I begged. “Mr. Peters, my pussy…”

With a growl, the older man yanked my shorts down, taking my panties with them. The cool air was like a slap against my exposed flesh. I’d shaved, as I always did, and was totally bare. Mr. Peters knelt between my thighs, his fingers trailing up and down. He licked his lips, staring at my virgin slit.

“Has anyone done this to you before?” He asked.

“No, sir,” I shook my head. “I’m the only one who’s ever touched down there.”

“You’re a virgin?” Mr. Peters asked. I nodded.

“Is that bad?” I asked. “I was waiting for…for you.”

“It’s not bad,” Mr. Peters grinned, squeezing my thighs as he lowered his head. “I’ll be happy to pop your cherry tonight, Nina. You’ve been such a good girl.”

I gasped as his tongue dipped between my lips, slowly tracing up from my slit to my clit. Mr. Peters circled my clit with his tongue, teasing me.

“Play with your tits for me,” he growled. I grabbed myself, pinching my hard little nipples. He watched, licking up and down my pussy, never touching my aching clit.

“Please,” I begged again. “Please, please, sir, don’t tease me anymore!”

“I’ll do what I want,” he murmured, his lips so close to my clit that I could feel his words. “When I want. This is my house. I’m your boss. Don’t you forget that.”

I had no words to respond, as he finally licked my throbbing clit. It was a million times better than anything my fingers could do. My already-wet pussy was dripping, and my hips thrust up to meet his mouth while my thighs clenched around his head.

“Yes, sir!” I cried. “Oh, thank you! Thank you, Mr. Peters! It’s so good, so good, so good!”

He suckled my clit between his lips, circling it with his tongue again and again. I tweaked my nipples, feeling a familiar pressure blossom in my womb. When he slipped a finger inside me, not quite reaching my barrier, I was ready to burst.

“Sir, I’m gonna…I’m gonna come…please!”

Mr. Peters curled his finger, stroking my pussy as his tongue danced over my clit. With a groan and a shudder, my body released. My pussy flooded and clenched around his finger, and I cried his name. He kept his mouth on me through my orgasm, driving me further and further into the abyss. When my spasms began to subside, he wiped his lips and stared down at me. I blinked, taking in the sight of him.

He was hard again.

“You…again?” I asked, reaching for his shaft. He slapped my hand away, taking himself and stroking.

“Yes,” he said. “But this time, I’m fucking you, Nina.”

I shuddered. My pussy still throbbed, hot with pleasure. And I was wet as a river. But I was afraid. I knew it was going to hurt.

“Lay still,” Mr. Peters said, leaning down again. “You started this, Nina. Remember?”

“Yes,” I murmured, breathing in his manly scent. “It’s okay, Mr. Peters. I want you to take my virginity. I want to please you.”

“Good girl,” he repeated, nuzzling my hair while guiding his cock against my entrance. I stiffened when he made contact, then more as he slid an inch inside me. He groaned loudly in my ear, holding my hips down tight so I couldn’t move. With each inch he dug deeper inside me, my pussy stretched more. The pain was sharp and sudden, and I whimpered underneath him.

“Stay still,” he reprimanded. “It’ll be easier if you don’t move. Let me do it, Nina.”

“Yes, sir,” I whispered, forcing my body to relax. Finally, I felt him hit resistance inside me. My spine went stiff. Mr. Peters pulled out slightly, thrusting back in. Again and again, lubricating himself with my juices, stretching my virgin slit to fit him. He went faster and faster, harder and harder…the anticipation was making me desperate. I wanted so badly for it to be over, for him to be all the way inside me at last.

“Please,” I begged. “Sir…”

He grabbed my hair, fisting it tight. He rammed against me, thrusting his hips hard enough to tear through my hymen. I screamed as bright red pain flashed across my vision. My boss’ long, thick cock was filling my virgin slit past its limits. I was stretched to the edge, my body shaking with pain. He began to withdraw, thrusting forward again. His hips moved in a slow rhythm. Each time, he drove a little bit deeper. And each time, the pain subsided. In its place was something much different.

“Oh, sir,” I whimpered as pleasure began to take root. “It feels good…”

“I know it does, Nina,” Mr. Peters grunted. “It feels good for me, too. I want to cum in you. Your pussy is so tight and hot. Do you want that, Nina? Do you want me to cum inside?”

“Yes!” I cried, arching my back, thinking about Mr. Peters’ hot cum spilling into my bare cunt. I wasn’t on birth control but I didn’t care. There was nothing hotter than the thought of Mr. Peters filling my virgin womb with his jizz. My hips rocked back and forth with his, friction and heat building a fire inside me. I clawed at his back, whimpering his name again and again.

“That’s right, my little slut,” he cooed. “You’re enjoying this, aren’t you? You like getting fucked by the man who pays you?”

I never really thought of it that way, but it was hot.

“Yes,” I moaned. “Please give me your cum, sir!”

“Shit,” Mr. Peters hissed, his hips jerking wildly against me before ramming hard into my body. I clenched hard, pleasure rocketing up my spine as the first hot burst of his jizz filled me. I cried out, clinging hard to him as I came. Each time my pussy clenched around him, he released another rope of cum in me. Over and over, he emptied his balls into my virgin slit until I was leaking and he was going soft. Breathing hard, Mr. Peters rolled off me onto the couch.

“That was amazing,” I said, turning towards him and pressing my tits to his chest. He chuckled, slipping an arm around me.

“Was it?” Mr. Peters said. “You’d like to do it again?”

“Yes!” I cried. “I want to do it again! I want to do it…every day! Every night! Mr. Peters…I want to take care of you always. I want to clean and cook, take care of Chloe…and I want to make sure you never go without sex. You can bend me over or use my mouth anytime you want to, Mr. Peters.”

“Jesus,” he shook his head. “Linda never once promised me all that. But if we’re going to make this work, you really have to stop calling me Mr. Peters…”

“What should I call you?” I asked. He stroked my hair, smirking.

“Well…I liked the sound of Sir,” he said.

“Sir,” I repeated, nuzzling close. “Anything you want, Sir.”

Surrender to the Janitor

The most embarrassing moment of my life was when Principal Dennis came to my economics class and pulled me out. In front of everyone, he called my name and told me he wanted to speak to me in the hall. The whole class went “ooooh”, like they knew I was in trouble. But I didn’t know I was in trouble. What could I have been in trouble for?

See, I’d never been in trouble before. At 18, I was the senior class president and head of the cheerleading team, a decent student and really popular. Everyone liked me. I was pretty, blonde, blue-eyed, with an athletic body and bouncy tits that drove guys like Principal Dennis crazy. I had every male employee at Reynolds High under my thumb.

So what could I be in trouble for?

I left the classroom, blushing hard and racking my brain for an answer. Principal Dennis let the door shut behind me and started walking down the hallway, beckoning for me to follow him.

“Samantha, you’ve been a pleasure to have in my school for the past four years,” he said, frowning despite the nice words. “So I was really quite shocked when it came to my attention that you’ve been so rude to my staff.”

What? I was nice to everyone – every teacher I ever had loved me! I pouted, ready to defend myself, but Principal Dennis kept talking. I wasn’t sure where we going, we just seemed to be meandering down the hall aimlessly.

“I’m not sure if this was some kind of senior prank, but I have hard evidence that you have been teasing the janitorial staff!”

I was so shocked that I stopped walking. Principal Dennis turned to me, his frown deepening. That is what this was all about?  That dumb prank? I huffed, hands on my hips.

“You can’t be serious!” I said. “Teasing? But…but…”

“No buts,” Principal Dennis said. “I don’t want to hear it!”

“It was just a dumb prank!” I whined.

And it was. Actually, it was more of a revenge thing than a prank, but still.

It all started on that Wednesday when I accidentally threw my gum wrapper on the floor in the hallway. I didn’t have time to find a trash bin, since I was late for class. So I just let it fall to the ground. And I guess our janitor, Darryl or whatever his name was, saw it, because I heard him grumble something about it. That really made me mad. After all, my parents paid his salary – he should have just done his job without complaining!

So I told him. Right to his dumb face, I told him exactly where he could put his grumbles. He should consider himself lucky to get to clean up my trash. I guess he didn’t like hearing that, because as I was walking away he called me “rich white trash”. The nerve!

Of course, I couldn’t let someone like him get away with saying something like that to someone like me. So one day after cheerleading practice, when I noticed him waxing the floors in the hallway, I made a point to pull my shirt down as I skipped past him. And sure enough, he looked at my tits! Catching him in the act of being a perv felt good, so I turned to him and told him that he’d only ever dream of touching a body like mine. Then I flipped my skirt up to show him a glimpse of my toned, round ass  and left him standing there stunned. The whole thing was stupid, but it made me feel good knowing that the gross old janitor was going to be tortured knowing he’d never get his hands on me.

But I guess he’d gone and blabbed to Principal Dennis about it!

“Dumb prank or not, I can’t believe someone of your age, someone about to graduate, has so little regard for other people. In fact, I’m considering holding you back from graduating at all! High school isn’t just about learning algebra, it’s also about learning to be a good person. A lesson you clearly haven’t learned yet.”

“What?!” I gasped. He would actually hold me back a year just for flashing the janitor? I was so shocked I barely noticed that we were standing outside the janitor’s office, which was little more than a closet with a desk and some buckets and brooms. My stomach rolled over. Was he going to make me apologize to what’s-his-name? How embarrassing!

“Now, I haven’t made my decision yet,” Principal Dennis said, knocking on the door. “It will depend entirely on how you treat Devin from here on out. I’ve arranged for the two of you to have some privacy. While you’re in there, you’re to do anything he says to make it up to him. If you’re a good girl and apologize nicely and make up for what you’ve done, you might just graduate after all.”

I was shocked beyond speech. I was going to have to be alone with the creep? To apologize? And what did Principal Dennis mean, making it up to him? He didn’t mean…

The door swung open, revealing Devin in his janitor’s uniform. It was all stained and smudged, and he even had a mark on his cheek from oil or something. He leered at me, a scowl on his face.

“Devin, as we discussed, I’m leaving Samantha here in your hands,” Principal Dennis said. “You’re to instruct her on how she can make it up to you. Whatever you deem necessary. Truly, the sky is the limit.”

Before I could argue further, Principal Dennis had pushed me into the room and the door shut behind me. The room was dim, but I could still see the janitor clearly, his lewd gaze making me blush.

“Look, I’m sorry, or whatever,” I said. “I guess it was, like, mean. Okay? Can I go?”

I turned, figuring that had to be enough. Not quite. I felt him grab my wrist, stopping me before I could leave.

“No, I don’t think that’s enough,” he said. “I think I want more. A lot more.”

His hand was firm on my wrist, his heat pulsing on my flesh. I kind of liked it, in a weird sick way. But I was a virgin! I wasn’t going to do the school janitor in the closet! That was crazy…right?

“Like…like what?” I whimpered. He grinned, teeth gleaming.

“You a virgin?” He asked, starting to unbutton his shirt. I gaped as his chest came into view. It was like…totally chiseled! He had abs and everything! I found myself nodding, even though the question was totally inappropriate.

“That’s what I thought,” he smirked. He took a step forward, and I took a step back. I felt my ass hit the table, my heart thudding hard in my chest. “Don’t have anything to say? That’s a first, you mouthy brat.”

Suddenly, he reached forward and pulled at the strap of my tank-top, and I slapped his hand away, but not before he managed to pull it halfway down my arm. Where his fingers grazed my flesh, I was all goosebumps. No sooner did his hand leave one strap then it was on the other, pulling just as hard, heedless of my slapping hand.

“You’re crazy,” I hissed, feeling my heartbeat speed up as he smirked at me. “You can’t treat me like that!”

“That’s funny, because according to Principal Dennis, I can treat you however I want,” he chuckled. “Or you don’t get to graduate.”

He leaned in, putting his hands on either side of the table, pinning me in place. He leaned down enough that our lips and eyes were aligned. My mouth was watering, my nipples tingling, the hair on the back of my neck standing up. His hips moved towards me, and I gasped as they met my pelvis, grinding me back into the marble edge of the table. I could smell him, earth and sweat and musk. I could see the drops of sweat on his forehead, the trails leading from his ear to his neck.

I groaned. It felt so dirty and gross to be in here with him, knowing that I had to do whatever he said. But it also felt really good and exciting.

“I bet you’re wet right now, aren’t you, princess? Little rich bitches like you love being fucked hard and rough. You love getting a big black cock between those thighs. I bet those nipples are begging for me to touch them, hard and aching…”

I moaned, his words igniting fires across my flesh, my throat closing as lust choked me. I pushed my hips against his, put my hands on his chest; I wanted to push him away, but I also wanted him to come even closer. My hips and my hands fought the war for me, the lower half of my body grinding against him while the top half resisted.

He kept pushing me against the table, and now I felt his leg slip between my thighs, landing hard beneath my slit. I moaned again as my body instinctively lowered, rough denim against my barely-covered pussy, the friction setting off alarms from my head to my toes. He leaned in and put his lips against my ear.

“You’re gonna let me touch, lick, and suck everything you’ve been teasing me with,” he said, his hot breath whipping through my brain and making me shudder in pleasure. “Starting with your tits. Right, princess? Say it. Let me hear you say it.”

He reached down and grabbed the bottom of my tank top. I knew I couldn’t stop him, but I also didn’t want to. The thought of having my sweet young body ravished by the school janitor in his dirty little office was really exciting!

“Ohhh,” I moaned as he ripped my off, my generous chest bouncing free and into his waiting hands. “Yessss, pleeease…”

“Yeah,” he growled, his knee still lodged against my pussy, sending shockwaves up my spine. “That’s right. This is what bratty little teases get.”

He licked his lips, cupping my breasts from below and kneading them roughly. I could feel every callous, could feel the dirt on his palms, felt him hardening against my body.

“God damn,” he growled. “They feel even better than they look.”

As if to prove this to himself, he squeezed them both, hard enough to make me cry out. His eyes danced up to mine, his mouth set in that awful smirk.

“And look how fucking hard your nipples are,” he whispered. His thumbs rolled over them and my back arched in response, my hips grinding down harder against his leg now, my clit buzzing as I pressed it against him and thrust.

“Please,” I moaned, not sure what I was begging for. Did I want him to stop, or keep going? Did I want it to end – or did I want more? Did it matter what I wanted anymore…or was it about what I needed?

“I love the sound of a brat begging,” he growled, and pinched my nipples between his thumbs and fingers, still grasping and massaging each breast in his large hands. “And you know I can feel every move your hips make, right? I can feel you trying to fuck my thigh, you needy little tease.”

“P-please,” I said again, closing my eyes and throwing my head back as he pinched my nipples harder, then pulled them, then twisted them gently. Could he feel how fast my heart was beating, too? Could he feel how wet I was – soaked through my panties? My stomach coiled tight as he teased my breasts, claiming them with his calloused hands.

“That’s what you want, isn’t it, princess? You want me to kiss these hard little nipples of yours?”

He twisted them again, harder this time, and the coil in my stomach tightened. I found myself nodding, ferociously.

“Say it,” he growled. “Say it.”

“Please,” I moaned. “Please…suck…my nip…”

I couldn’t do it. I couldn’t make my mouth say those dirty words. But his thigh moved away and his hands dropped from my tits and my whole body screamed in protest.

“No,” I whined, opening my eyes to watch him retreat. “Please…I need…”

“It doesn’t matter what you want,” he said. “I don’t care what you want, or need. Understand? Teases like you don’t get what they want. They get what I’m willing to give them. And I want to hear you beg me to kiss your fucking tits and suck your nipples.”

“Please,” I moaned, moving towards him; he pushed me back. “Please…suck my nipples.”

My cheeks were flaming red, and my voice sounded small and childish, but he smiled. His hands landed on my hips and suddenly I felt him lifting me, setting me down on the edge of the table. The rough wood was a shock to my bare thighs, but I barely had time to register it before his lips were between my breasts, his hands kneading and pushing each globe together, his tongue lapping at my flesh as his mouth came closer and closer to the center of my breast.

His fingers played with one nipple while his lips closed on the other, his tongue lathing me in warmth. He forced himself between my knees, his cock clearly hard behind his zipper. Growling, he switched sides, pinching one nipple while sucking and lapping at the other. I groaned, loud and long, as my panties flooded and my flesh warmed. He bit down gently and I started at the sudden pain.

“Not so hard,” I whined, but he didn’t seem to care, and bit down again, harder this time. I had to admit, it felt strange…and good. I was panting, my hands on the table behind me, my back arched to give him full access to my chest. My hair tickled down my back, sparks of pleasure that bounced across my body.

“Fuckin’ nice,” he growled, switching nipples again, biting and nipping and licking me into a frenzy. My eyes fell on the door, and I knew that on the other side my friends were walking the halls, going to class. It made my heart beat even faster, and I squirmed.

“Fuck,” I groaned, my eyes trapped by his, my body telling me that I couldn’t refuse him even if I wanted to. I was going to lose my virginity right there in the janitor’s closet, with my classmates just on the other side of the door! My tight young pussy clenching at the thought of giving him my virginity.

“That’s the idea,” he growled, releasing my hair. “In every hole, princess. Every hole.”

He didn’t wait for me to respond, but pushed on my chest, catching me off guard; I fell backwards, my back on the marble, his mouth trailing between my breasts and down my taut, fluttering stomach. His hands yanked my skirt down, then my drenched panties.

“So wet,” he growled, kissing just above my mound. “Such a wet little tease, getting off on this. You love it, don’t you? You love spreading your legs for me, don’t you? Rich little bitch…”

“Mmm,” I could barely even manage to hum as his breath blew across my clit, causing my thigh muscles to clench, my hips to jerk. The janitor had one hand on my stomach, keeping me down, restricting my movement. The other traced up my thigh, his eyes gazing at me from between my legs, watching my every move. When he slipped his fingers into my dripping slit, I jerked, my hands gripping the end of the table, nails digging into nothing as pleasure flooded my body.

“Tight as fuck,” he growled. “You really are a virgin, aren’t you?”

“Mmm,” I moaned again. “Mm-hmm.”

“Perfect,” he growled, and a second later his mouth was on my clit, his fingers thrusting inside me, meeting resistance but pushing through it; I felt something stretching, a brief jolt of pain, and then the deepest pleasure I’d ever felt. I’d fingered myself before, but not like this. My fingers were thin and short, his were thick and long; he must have torn my hymen, but it didn’t even matter. I was lost in the sensation of his fingers thrusting and stroking while his tongue wrapped around my clit, suckling between his lips, flicking it and teasing it until my thighs quivered around his head.

My hips were straining against his hand, my body desperate for release. His fingers curled inside me and stroked some place deep inside me. At the same time, his teeth grazed my clit, and the dual sensation set me off. The coil in my stomach released violently, my spine going rigid as I came, flooding his mouth with my juices. I gasped, then panted, feeling my jagged nerves ringing with the sensation.

He sucked my clit hard, one more time, before rising, towering over my prone body. He wiped his mouth with his hand, eyes hungry as they roamed over me, naked from head to toe, spread before him like a virgin offering. He never took his eyes off me as he undid his zipper, his pants falling to his ankles. His thick, black cock sprang into view, long and thick and veiny. I’d never seen a cock in real life before, but this seemed unnaturally huge. The head was lighter than the shaft, which was black as night. He stroked himself a few times, staring down at me, then smirked again.

“Get up,” he growled. I rose, lowering myself onto the ground, my pussy still dripping down my thighs. We stood close, my breasts pressed to his chest. I felt his hand on the top of my head, pushing. “Now get down and show me how you suck cock, princess.”

“I don’t know how,” I whined, trying to resist the force of his hand. I was afraid to put him in my mouth. He was so big, and my mouth was so small, I was sure it would be uncomfortable.

“Perfect time to learn, then,” he growled, and pushed harder, until I was forced onto my knees. It stood before me, throbbing and angry-looking. I looked up at him, eyes pleading for mercy. But he wasn’t in the mood for mercy, it seemed.

“Better get to it, if you want to graduate,” he growled. “Let me see your tongue.”

I could do that, at least. I opened my lips and stuck my tongue out, still watching him for guidance. He grabbed a handful of my hair and pulled my head toward him while driving his hips forward. The head of his cock slipped along my tongue; the taste was strong, but I liked it, the deep musk, the naughtiness of it all. I instinctively grabbed the base of his cock, barely able to close my hand around it, as he began to rock his hips against my mouth. My tongue rolled along the underside of his shaft, feeling the thick vein throbbing there.

“Don’t forget my balls,” he growled. “Little bratty teases like you always forget the balls.”

I groaned in pleasure at his rough tone, and cupped his balls in my free hand, feeling their weight, heavy in my palm. Inch by inch, he pumped his dick into my mouth, stuffing me until I was struggling for each breath. His hand in my hair held my head in place, until he began to pull and push me back and forth in time with his hips.

My spit flowed down his shaft, my hand pumping the base while he thrust further and further into my virgin throat. My other hand was still fondling his heavy balls, feeling them churn as he slid into the very back of my throat, making me gag. My eyes were watery, a tear escaping from one corner as he choked me with his cock. He grabbed my head in both hands and wrenched forward with a grunt, shoving every inch of his member into my mouth and holding me in place, watching me squirm underneath him, my nose flaring with each desperate breath.

My clit was throbbing, my pussy dripping down my thighs, I was so turned on by the way the janitor was fucking my mouth like he owned it. I heard a deep, satisfied moan, felt his balls pulse, and then a burst of wet, sticky fluid hit the back of my throat. His dick was throbbing against my tongue with each spurt of cum, filling my mouth until it dripped from my lips; I had no choice but to swallow what I could, filling my belly with his seed while he kept on fucking my throat, not stopping until he had nothing more to give me.

Then he ripped himself away, leaving me gasping for breath, cum spilling down my chin. He grabbed his dark shaft, looking down at me, covered in his cum, strands dribbling down over my tits. Slowly, he began to pump himself, the enormous size of his cock making his big hand look small, and I watched in amazement as he started to stiffen again.

“Fuck,” he growled. “That’s hot. I’m not done with you, brat.”

With one hand still working his cock, he plunged the other into my pussy, making me cry out in desperate pleasure. “And you’re not done either, are you, princess?”

I shook my head, my hips lowering and grinding against his hand. I couldn’t believe how good it felt to have the school janitor’s fingers inside me!

“Say it,” he growled. “I wanna hear my little brat beg me to fuck her virgin pussy.”

“Please,” I moaned. “Please fuck me, sir. Please fuck my virgin pussy…”

“Good girl,” he said, pulling his fingers away, making me whimper in need. He smirked, grabbed me, and spun me around, pushing down on my back until I was bent over the table, my tits pressed against the wood, nipples hard, the sensation exquisite. He kept his hand on my back, pushing me down. He stepped between my legs, forcing my milky thighs open; he used his free hand to grab one thigh and lift it, opening me to him.

“Sweet fuckin’ pussy,” he murmured, and I moaned as the janitor slid the head of his cock between my lips, my juices lubricating it as he slid it from my clit to my entrance, back and forth, teasing me, coating himself in my arousal. “I love fucking virgins. I love the way you scream. I love knowing you’ll always remember my cock. Especially with the way you’ve treated me….I’m gonna savor this, bitch.”

He pressed the head of his dick against my entrance, my hymen already broken by his fingers, my pussy still tight even with all my juices dripping from it. Finally, slowly, he began to enter me, and my whole world spun. I reached forward, grabbing the opposite end of the table to brace myself as his thick cock split me wide, his hand still lifting my thigh at an angle to give him complete access to my virgin slit.

Each inch of his cock was torture and bliss, pain and pleasure, filling me even as it stretched me past comfort. I could feel his cock burying inside me, inching closer to some deep place inside me that craved it. But when he was halfway inside me, he suddenly stopped, and started to pull away.

“Noo,” I moaned. “Please, fuck me, please don’t stop…”

“Oh, I’m not stopping,” he said. “Not ‘til I fuck every hole, bitch.”

And with that, he rammed forward, slamming every inch of his cock into my virgin pussy. I howled, back arching, as he filled me up. Bottomed out inside me, he split me in two and reached every dark well of need I never knew existed. His hand that held my thigh shifted, until he could lift my thigh and thumb my clit at the same time, rubbing me as he began to slide in and out.

The sensations were wild, unmanageably delicious, my body craving it faster, harder. As though he could sense it, he sped up, his thumb flicking my clit while his cock pistoned into my deepest center, drawing cries of pleasure from my mouth with each thrust. He fucked me like a beast, taking me without mercy, fucking me blind. And it was so good, I could feel something rising inside me, rushing against my stomach, a storm of pleasure that darkened and swirled faster with each pump of his hips.

“You gonna come for me, you little brat?” he growled. “I want your juices running down my balls.”

I exploded, the storm breaking inside me, his thumb rubbing my clit hard as his cock pierced me and stilled, letting me ride him through my climax, my pussy contracting around his cock, the head of it pressed against my womb, driving me into deeper and deeper throes of ecstasy. My juices spilled in a flood across his shaft, and it was only when my body went limp that he pulled out, releasing my thigh. I moaned against the table, still reeling. I barely realized what was happening when I felt his hands on my ass, pulling my cheeks apart, his cock positioned against my asshole.

“Wait,” I whimpered. “I’m not…oh, please…”

I was afraid of what that dick would do to my ass. I was sure it would tear me open.

“I don’t want to wait,” he growled. “I’m gonna fuck your ass, little girl. And you’re gonna love it. Be a good little tease and touch your pussy for me.”

I wanted to resist but…I couldn’t. I was too lost in this dirty world of pleasure, I was too far gone. Every demand he made sounded like a promise. I’d already come so hard, and I wanted more. So I bit my lip and slid my fingers between my legs, finding my juicy slit while grinding my clit with my palm.

“Yeah, baby,” he growled. “That’s it.”

His cock was drenched in my juices, and as the first inch pressed into my asshole, I was filled with unbearable pain. My legs kicked up, feet rising from the ground, the world going white. But after that first inch, after the head, the sensations changed. I ground harder against my clit, and realized that having his cock in my ass while my fingers filled my pussy was the best thing I’d ever felt.

He had his hands on my hips, holding me where he wanted me. His hips met my cheeks, his cock fully buried in my virgin ass, and then he began to pump. His hands moved my hips in time to his thrusts, my fingers desperately trying to keep up, the feeling of his cock in my ass divine. He was going faster and faster, and his breathing was labored.

“I’m gonna come in your ass,” he growled. “I’m gonna fill your perfect, bratty, virgin ass with my cum. Are you ready, princess? You ready to take my cum? I want you to thank me, I want to hear you thank me for taking your virginity…”

“Oh, god,” I moaned, feeling my body tensing all over as another orgasm threatened to break. “Thank you, sir, thank you for fucking me, thank you for fucking my ass and letting me come on your dick…”

The dirty words just flew out of me, like I was possessed. But they did the trick, and I felt him slam into me one last time, his cock shooting cum into my ass.

The warm force of it sent me over the edge and I came again, my whole body clenching, milking him dry. He groaned, his cock buried inside me, the last of his seed settling in my ass. Finally, after what felt like forever, he slid out, cock limp.

I didn’t think I could move, but I knew I had to. I couldn’t just lay on that table in the janitor’s closet forever.

“Sir…do you think you’re gonna tell Principal Dennis I did good?” I asked. “I really want to graduate….”

“Maybe,” Devin said, smiling as he tossed my clothes at me. “But I bet that you can convince him yourself. In fact, I think he’ll probably want a taste after he sees what a good slut you are. We both thought it, but…”

“What…what do you mean?” I asked.

The janitor pointed to a corner of the ceiling, where I noticed a blinking red light. My eyes widened.

“You were recording?!”

“Don’t worry,” he chuckled. “No one but me and Principal Dennis will see that video. Maybe we can all watch it together. You’d like that, wouldn’t you? Two big cocks stuffing you while you watch yourself beg for more…”

The thought of it…had me panting. I slowly got dressed, feeling his cum slide down my thighs.

“I’ll see you after school,” he said. “In the principal’s office.”

I giggled, lightheaded at the thought. Waving goodbye, I slipped back into the hallway, into the sea of students, wondering if I smelled like sex. If anyone could tell what I’d just been doing with the janitor in the closet…and what I was going to do after school, in the principal’s office.

I definitely learned something important at school that day. A lesson I’d never forget! And if I ever did happen to forget it, I’d have video evidence to remind me!


Queen Bee Brought to her Knees

Everyone thinks my stepbrother and I are twins, which we are so not. I mean, I guess I can kind of see it. We are the same age. We are both blonde and blue-eyed. But I’m hot, and he isn’t. He’s got glasses and some serious acne scars, and he doesn’t take care of himself at all. I’m your perfect all-American girl next door, with bouncy c-cup tits and an ass you could play like a bongo.

So it’s really crazy that people think we’re twins. We aren’t even blood related! And thank goodness, too, now that I’m his live-in sex slave.

Oops. I guess I got a little ahead of myself there. I guess you probably want to know how that happened, right? I mean, a grade-A nerd like him should be lucky to live in the same house as me, never mind have my sweet little 18-year-old body at his constant perverted disposal. I live in a constant state of disgust, knowing that I let my stepbrother deflower me and turn me into his slut.

Unfortunately, I also live in a constant state of arousal. I have to, because Leroy wants me to be dripping wet at all times. My body is his to command. He tells me when to come, when to sleep, when to get up, even what to eat and when to work out!

But I’m getting carried away again. It’s hard not to, when I think about the situation I’ve found myself in. Let’s start from the beginning.

Back in high school, I kept myself busy. Really busy. Maybe too busy, if you asked my parents. But it helped me deal with boredom. I was head cheerleader, I was on the debate team and yearbook, star of the winter play and treasurer of the key club. My  grades kind of suffered, which is why my parents didn’t like it. Ok – my grades sucked.

Especially compared to Leroy’s, that geek. He was a straight-A student, and my parents loved him for it. But he was also a loser with no social life. He was on the chess club, for goodness sake! His big weekend plans usually involved Magic: The Gathering. It was really frustrating that my mom and his dad seemed to think getting good grades was better than having  a lot of friends.

I mean, it’s not like I was too dumb for college! All my extracurriculars helped me get into the local state school. Leroy got into a much better school that happens to be a short commute from our houseNot that he’d be able to survive a dorm room anyway. My mom still has to do his laundry, washing the very same boxers that I peel off him every night. Ugh!

Anyway, once we both graduated, I found myself at a loss for things to do. Previous summers had been about cheer camp. Not this year – we had to save every penny to pay for Leroy’s expensive Ivy league tuition. Our parents even wanted me to get a job! I was scooping ice cream for minimum wage, thirty hours a week.

Leroy? He didn’t have to get a job, because he’d “earned a break”.

Don’t even get me started.

But in between my shifts and the summer parties, I found myself with a lot of time on my hands. And you know what they say about idle hands. I wound up spending a lot of time on my laptop, surfing the internet for hours at a time. Somehow, I wound up finding a random video chat room thing. You know the kind, where you click a button and suddenly you’re connected to a stranger with a webcam, halfway across the world? Mostly it’s just guys jacking off, but it was really fun when you actually met someone, so it became my favorite pastime. Especially late at night, after a party.

It was one of those late nights, as I sat in the darkness hunched over my laptop, bathed in its blue glow, that led to all my troubles. I was clicking the button steadily, since I kept getting matched up with static, or people who weren’t paying attention, or empty rooms or dicks. I’d been at a party earlier that night, so I was feeling a little silly. The dicks were getting to me, oddly enough.

I say it was odd because I was a virgin. Like, total virgin. I never let my high school boyfriend go further than second base – one time. That’s why we broke up, he ended up preferring the school slut. Good riddance! He didn’t ever do anything to deserve a taste of my sweet, virgin pussy. I wondered if I’d ever find a guy who did deserve it.

It’s not like I wasn’t a sexual person, I was. I just knew I was worth way too much to just give myself away to one of the guys at my school. I knew I was worth too much because there wasn’t an adult man on earth who didn’t turn to watch me walk by. I loved that feeling. Sometimes, I’d touch myself, thinking about how badly they wanted me, and how they’d never, ever have me.

Anyway, that night, I was getting really, really bored. And all those dicks…

I knew that any of those weirdo perverts would consider themselves blessed beyond measure if I gave them even an inch. Like, just a flash of my bra strap would probably make them cream immediately. The more I thought about it, clicking and clicking and clicking away, the more I liked the idea. I’d never let anyone touch me, and this wouldn’t be at all like letting someone touch me in real life.

But who would ever even know if I showed someone in Poland my nice, pink, perky nipples? No one would know, but me. I’d know that one look at my body had made some dude shoot his load all over his computer screen, and I knew I’d like to touch myself remembering that.

Finally, I stopped clicking the button. My heart was pounding, my tongue dry. Was I really going to do this?

I clicked the button, and a huge, swollen cock filled the screen. A hand was stroking it roughly. For some reason, I thought that hand looked familiar. But the background was dark, and it’s really crazy to think you could recognize someone else’s hand. I certainly didn’t recognize the cock, which was thick and dripping pre-cum. While the guy jacked off with one hand, he typed with the other.

Show me.

Usually, I’d be clicking off in a second once I saw it was a dick, but this time I didn’t. I bit my lip, looking at my own image on the screen. I could see myself in the little box on the bottom right corner that showed what my webcam was recording. I looked so hot, wearing my tiny little tank-top and short shorts. My nipples were hard, I could feel it.

Take off your shirt.

Where did this guy get off, just telling me what to do? But I had to admit…I kind of liked it. I guess I’m kind of an alpha bitch, and being told what to do was weirdly…satisfying. I closed my eyes, feeling my heart pound and my pussy get damp. In one quick motion, I pulled my shirt off, letting my breasts bounce free. I peeked through one eye, watching the guy on the screen jack off harder.

I grabbed my own breasts, one in each hand, and pinched my nipples, moaning a little. The way I was laying on the bed, I had a pillow underneath me, and I shifted slightly until I could feel it settle between my thighs. I thrust my hips, humping the pillow the way I used to when I was first learning to masturbate.

I was so excited by the naughtiness of what I was doing that when the guy typed out another message, I obeyed immediately.

Take off shorts. Show me pussy.

His English was horrible, but that was normal. I found myself lying on my back, legs spread, fingering myself while he stroked his cock. Faster and faster his hand went, and mine too. I was so thrilled by the whole thing that I was bucking on my bed, mewling pathetically as my climax built inside me. This guy was lasting longer than I thought! I wanted so badly for him to climax so I could, too.

I thrust two fingers into my virgin pussy and groaned in pleasure. Finally, that got him. I watched as white spurts of cum flew upward into the air, propelled by the force of his spasms. I let go, shuddering as I came, too. My pussy clenched around my fingers, juices spilling out of me. I lay back, panting, toes still curled tight.

Oh, shit. What did I just do? No way I just showed my pussy to some rando on the internet! Was I crazy?

I looked at the screen, afraid of what I’d see. Maybe the dude’s gross, acne-ridden, weak-chinned face, still slobbering over my hot young body?

Nope. Thank goodness, the screen was dark. My random partner had logged off. I quickly did the same, realizing I should have just gone to sleep a long time before. Then I wouldn’t have made that kind of crazy, reckless decision. I mean, really! What was I thinking?

***

The next day, I went to my early shift at the ice cream shop and then came back to the house around three in the afternoon. I’d almost totally forgotten about the night before. I mean, it wasn’t that big a deal. No one would ever know. Someday, I’d look back on it and laugh.

It was hot, and I decided to spend some time by the pool. I changed into my skimpiest bikini, so I could get the most exposure possible. If it wasn’t for weirdo Leroy lurking in his room all the time, I wouldn’t have worn anything at all. We have huge hedges that hide our yard from any prying eyes. As it was, I had to make do with a bikini top that was way too small for my tits and a pair of bottoms that could have passed for a thong. I lay myself out on a lawn chair and relaxed.

“Hey, sis,” Leroy’s voice startled (and annoyed) me. He was standing right behind my chair, the creep! I made a go-away motion with my hand, intent on ignoring him. “I don’t think you want to do that.”

Miffed, I straightened up and whipped around to face him. What was that supposed to mean? I could do whatever I wanted to that little…

Oh, no.

Leroy was standing behind me, holding out a printed photograph. It only took me a second to recognize it – because it was me. It was an image from the night before! With the pillow between my legs and my tits in my hands, I was making a super sexy  face! Instinctively, I reached for it.

“Leroy! You creep! How did you…”

“I use that website, too,” he grinned, pulling it out of reach. “Goddamn, sis. I always knew you were a skank at heart. Showing off for some dude on the internet? Tsk tsk tsk…”

“That was you?!” I gasped, piecing it together. But that meant…that he…because….he came watching me masturbate! “That’s so gross! Leroy, ugh! How could you…I’m your sister!”

“Step-sister,” he corrected, still dangling the photo. “And I’m going to do a lot more than that by the time I’m done with you, sis. You’re going to be a used-up whore in a few years, after I get everything I want from you.”

“Leroy,” I said, chin trembling as tears sprang to my eyes. This was so embarrassing! “What are you talking about?”

“I’ve got your whole little show recorded,” he taunted me. “And unless you do everything I say from now on, I’ll be uploading it right to Pornhub. But not before sending it to my Dad, and your Mom, and everyone in our class, and your professors at school…”

“Leroy! You can’t do that! I know you wouldn’t…please, just give me the picture!” I’d gotten to my feet, and was walking towards him, panic in my gut.

“You can have the picture,” he laughed, dropping it on the ground. “I’ve got the footage backed up on four different flash drives, and on my e-mail account. There’s no destroying that, sis. You’re mine.”

“Wha…what…you wouldn’t dare!” I narrowed my eyes, anger and fear dueling inside me. He was a wimp – I could get him to back down, couldn’t I?

“Yes, I would,” he snickered. “You’ve been a bitch ever since we became family as kids. You’ve bullied me, flaunting your body, hopping around the house in barely any clothes. You and your friends laugh at me, I hear you through the walls. Well, who’s laughing now?”

“You creep!” I yelled.

“Keep it up,” he said, eyes glittering darkly. “And this will only get harder for you.”

To my shock, he grabbed at his crotch when he spoke, turning his threat into a double entendre. My stomach turned. This wasn’t happening…

“I can tell it’s finally sinking in,” he said. “You’re helpless. You have two options. Be my fuck slave, or the whole world gets a look at your pussy.”

My jaw actually dropped. My hands opened, my shoulders going limp. He looked…triumphant. I realized he wasn’t kidding. He wasn’t going to back down. My stepbrother was blackmailing me into being his slut!

“Please,” I heard myself whimper. “Leroy, anything but that. I’ll cook, clean, do your chores…”

Leroy sighed and shook his head, a crooked smile on his lips.

“Oh, you’ll cook and clean and do my chores. You’ll do all those things, if and when I tell you to. But right now....”

My eyes were wide and my lips were quivering.

“I’m going to fuck you. This afternoon, I’m going to fuck you senseless. I’m going to fuck your mouth. And then I’m going to fuck your pussy.”

Leroy’s eyes travelled up and down my bare body as he detailed his plans for me, making me quiver. I wished more than anything I wasn’t wearing that dumb bikini. It felt like he was feasting on me.

“And based on what I saw last night,” he said, stepping forward, my body frozen in place, “I think you’re going to like it.”

Leroy reached out and swept a strand of blonde hair behind my ear. I cringed back, but something in his eyes also kind of made me want to draw forward. He had this dominant air about him, the same way I’d responded to his commands the night before. Even in his glasses, with his ugliness and pudgy body, I could feel myself kind of wanting to obey his forceful tone.

But that was so wrong!

He was my stepbrother!

“You’re going to beg me to fill you with my cum. You’re going to like it so much, you’ll happily dedicate the rest of your sad, stupid life to serving me. You’re better off for it, anyway. You don’t belong in college. Not a ditzy little slut like you…”

“I’m not a slut,” I gasped, feeling tears prick my eyes. “I’ve never even…”

“Oh, sis,” he said. “I know. I know, you’re a virgin, aren’t you?”

I choked, a tear dripping down my cheek. How did he know?

“I know a lot more about you than you think,” he chuckled. “You’re terrible at hiding your diary, sis. I know how you touch yourself at night, getting off on how great you think you are. But I’m going to show you that a girl like you is worthless. Your hot body is a dime a dozen. It’s the only thing you’ve got going for you. And once I’m done with you, it’ll be so used up, no one else will want you.”

I hated him. So much. But I also felt something else. Something I couldn’t understand at all. I was tingling all over. My nipples felt tight. I wanted to clench my thighs together and rub…

Before I could do anything at all, I felt his lips land on mine, his tongue spreading my lips wider and diving into my throat! I groaned my refusal, but his hands were buried in my hair, holding me right where I was. I couldn’t do anything but let his tongue roll across my mouth, massaging my tongue, filling my throat…tickling my cheeks…tasting my lips…

My brother had soft lips, his tongue probing me. He tasted like an ice pop. I was so stunned by the fact that Leroy really had the guts to kiss me that I forgot to be totally disgusted for a second. I groaned again, but this time it was different. This time, I groaned because it felt good. My nipples were getting very tingly. I leaned forward, hesitantly moving my tongue against his.

The spell was broken when he reached down and grabbed my ass, pulling until I was flush with his body; I cried out, muffled by his mouth on mine, as I felt like something inside me exploded a little bit. A mix of lust as he shoved his leg between my thigh and anger as I realized what he was doing. He ripped his mouth away, leering at me with a sick smile. I could feel his cock, hard in his shorts, and I remembered all too well what it had looked like on my computer screen. Big and virile.

“You can feel it, can’t you? Remind you of how hard you came last night?”

He gyrated against me and I shuddered as my pussy tensed despite my efforts to maintain my hatred of him.

“You want to come again, don’t you? Little slut like you, probably can’t wait to get fucked…”

“No,” I moaned, his words too dirty to be true. Yeah, I felt weird all over, and I wanted to be touched in weird places, and I felt like there was a big emptiness in me that he could fill, but…but that didn’t mean he was right! I wasn’t going to be a slut! I could never do what he said! We were family!

He growled, and squeezed my ass tight enough for it to hurt. I yelped. “Don’t argue with me. I’m your master now. Do you understand? And you never say no to your master. Ever. Or you’ll be punished.”

“Punished?” I whined. Wasn’t this punishment enough? The shame…the desire…the things he was going to do to me? What could be worse?

“Yes,” he nodded. “Punished. Now, follow me.”

But I couldn’t really follow him, because he was already dragging me into the house. The air conditioning hit me like a slap, making my nipples go tight as goosebumps crawled over my skin. He dragged me through the kitchen and into the living room. No one would be home for hours. In the room where our family portraits hung, he shoved me into the center of the room before sitting on the couch. I felt more exposed than ever, standing there in my bikini.

“Strip,” he said. “Dance for your master. I know you still know your cheerleading moves. I want to see those beautiful tits bouncing for me. Chop, chop!”

I had no choice. It was either satisfy Leroy, or ruin my life. I had to hope that he’d get what he wanted that day and then leave me alone. Sniffling, I reached up and untied my bikini top. My nipples were still hard. I started to sway, looking anywhere but at Leroy.

I started feeling very strange. I knew Leroy was trying to humiliate me. But somehow, that was kind of sexy. And being on display like that for him…it reminded me of the night before, when I’d come really hard. I found myself wanting to touch my tits just to make them feel good. I cupped them and teased my nipples, closing my eyes and sighing in relief as the tingling spiked and turned to pleasure.

“Look at your master,” Leroy barked, and my eyes snapped open. I looked him in the eye, my cheeks red and my face hot, as I danced around, kneading and rubbing my breasts while I pinched my own tight nipples. I couldn’t help but think of him as the boy I grew up with, and be disgusted at myself for enjoying this.

“Come here,” he barked again, and I stopped dancing, stepping towards him, not sure what terrible thing he was going to do now. “Stop touching yourself. It’s my turn now.”

I held back, biting my lip.

“What the hell did I just say, sis? You do whatever I say, whenever I say it. Your body is mine.”

“But…” I whined again, resisting even though his commanding tone made me crazy to obey.

“Fuck it,” Leroy said. “If you insist on being so difficult, you’ll get an early lesson in what it means to be punished.”

He reached forward, grabbed me around the waist, and a second later I found myself laid across his lap, a cry on my lips as his hands ripped my bikini bottoms down, exposing my ass. He had one hand between my legs, pressing against my pussy, and despite my fear and confusion I knew I really liked having his hand there. Enough to rub myself down against it without really thinking about it.

And I definitely wasn’t thinking of anything when he started spanking me.

“Oh! Ow! Leroy!” I cried, feeling a red blast of pain as his hand met my virgin cheeks. My bare chests bounced and jiggled as he slapped me again, and again, the hand between my legs pressing harder, until I was lost in a miserable storm of pain and want and pleasure and confusion. And then even the pain started to change. The more Leroy smacked my ass, the more I liked the feeling. It was kind of like having an itch scratched…in between slaps, the burn was awful. But each time his hand met my cheeks, it was sweet relief.

“You’re starting to understand what punishment is, aren’t you, bitch?” Leroy growled, making my cheeks jiggle as he slapped them from every angle. “In fact, I can tell that you’re even starting to like it. Oh, what a perfect little slut you’re going to turn out to be…my own sister…”

“Oh, oh, oh, Leroy,” I moaned, grinding my hips so that my ass jutted up higher and my pussy ground against his hand. Shame couldn’t stop me at that point, I just wanted more. Brother or no brother, Leroy knew how to make me moan. “Yes…yes…I like it…oh, don’t…oh, don’t stop…”

But then he did stop. He clutched my red and burning cheeks in his hands and squeezed them hard.

“Now, get the fuck up so I can suck those pretty tits of yours,” he said, nearly shoving me off his lap. I moaned, wishing that he’d spank me some more, because now it was just starting to hurt…but I knew it would only make him mad if I denied him, so I did what he said, moving to my feet. When I stood between his knees, he was face-level with my tits. Over his head was a picture of us all together as a family on a picnic. I could barely register that the curly-haired boy in the picture was the same person who was making me wet by spanking me.

Then he reached up and grabbed me, kneading my tender flesh, and I nearly collapsed at the sensation. His fingers immediately pinched my nipples, and that tingling spiked into an awful bliss. I grabbed his head to support myself, burying my hands in his hair. My back arched, wanting more.

“Good girl,” he said, and I watched him lean forward. “You’ll be obedient, I can tell. It’s about time. I’ve spent so many years putting up with your bratty attitude…”

And then he put his mouth on my nipple, sucking it between his lips. It was like an electric shock, straight between my legs. He sucked and licked my tits, one at a time, each second making me pant and moan and writhe more and more. I could feel my clit throbbing, a wetness between my legs.

I never wanted it to end. I pulled on his head, and he suckled me harder, his fingers always pinching and teasing the nipple that his mouth wasn’t on. He was growling and moaning around my flesh, like an animal. I couldn’t believe I was letting this perv suck my fresh, young tits…and liking it! When he pulled away, dragging one nipple between his teeth, I moaned in disappointment.

“You want more, fuck slave? You do, don’t you? You’re starting to get the picture. Of what you are. Just a slut. Just a dumpster for my cum. For as long as I want you, you’re going to be my whore. Every night, you’re going to crawl into my bed and suck me to sleep. And you’ll stay there until morning, when you’ll wake me up with a blowjob.”

I shook my head, but I was panting and blushing and hot all over. I felt like there was a flood between my legs.

“Oh no?” he said, grinning with a terrible leer. “Then why are you so fucking wet?”

Without any warning, I felt him thrust two fingers up my slit. I screamed as pain and pleasure ripped through me at the same time.

“See that? I could do that because I own you, sis,” he said. “I’m going to be the first guy to fill your sweet little cunt. And you’ll never get this back. I’m going to take your virginity, bitch. And you’re going to beg me to.”

“N-no,” I moaned, but already I wanted those fingers inside me again. He laughed, a low and dark chuckle.

“Is that so? Well, let’s start easy. Get on your knees and take my pants off.”

I whimpered, pouted, but obeyed. Whatever he wanted…it had to be better than that, right? I dropped down between his knees and fumbled with his zipper; the big, hard, heated bulge in his pants made it kind of hard, but I finally got it open. And when his penis sprang free, I cried out in surprise. I’d never seen one in real life before. It was much bigger than it looked online! I was just sitting there, looking at it, when he grabbed a handful of my hair and pulled my face close.

“You know what this is,” he growled. “It’s your new best friend.”

I could feel tears welling up again. I didn’t want to give my brother a blowjob! But what choice did I have? With a sniffle and a whine, I opened my mouth and stuck my tongue out, closing my eyes.

“Look up at me while you service my cock,” he growled, shaking my head. “You’re going to worship my dick, sis.”

I groaned but obeyed, looking up at his leering eyes. With my mouth open and my eyes on him, Leroy finally seemed pleased. He grabbed the base of his cock and moved it around until the head slipped against my tongue.

It felt so strange! Strange enough to distract me from the circumstances. His hand on my hair moved me as my lips instinctively wrapped around his cock, my mouth watering and dripping all the way down the shaft. His cock filled my mouth, pressed against my tongue, hit my cheeks as he slid my head up and down on it. I tasted something hot and creamy and salty slide down my throat, and he groaned as he forced my head even deeper, until his cock was almost at my throat. I moaned, wanting to breathe, but he held me tight.

The weirdest thing was that the more he slid his cock in and out of my mouth…the more I liked it. I liked the taste. I liked the way he grabbed my hair and forced me to serve him. I liked the feel of his cock throbbing deep in my mouth, almost hitting my throat…

“Good little fuck slave,” he groaned. “You like it, don’t you?”

He jerked his hips up and forced my head down at the same time. I released a muffled cry as he pulsed into my throat, hitting the very back, nearly making me gag. Now, tears were flowing down my cheeks, but it was different than before. My body was struggling to get enough oxygen, my nostrils flaring to keep up as he started really grinding into my throat. Jerk, pull, push…jerk, pull, push…he was using my mouth like a pussy, fucking it without any regard for my comfort. Who knew my wimpy stepbrother could have such a domineering approach to sex? Who knew that I’d respond so well to it?

I moaned around him, whimpering; he seemed to like that, and groaned deeply as he slammed himself against my throat again. I could feel his cock swell, and then it seemed to burst inside. I suddenly felt myself forced to swallow the hot, salty, musky cum his cock spilled into my mouth. I couldn’t swallow all of it, and it filled my cheeks, dripping from my lips. Leroy pulled out with a wet plop, trailing the white seed from my lips to the tip of his cock. His hand in my hair softened, and he pet me gently.

“Good girl,” he said. I preened, despite myself, proud to have served him well. What was wrong with me?! “Now, I want to taste that sweet virgin pussy of yours.”

His hand tightened in my hair again, and now he yanked at me. I shrieked as he pulled me up and wrenched me onto the sofa beside him. He released my hair and pushed on my chest until I fell back, my knees underneath him.

“Leroy, what are you…”

“Shut up,” he growled. “Sluts shouldn’t talk when their master is doing them a favor. I bet you’ve never had an orgasm you haven’t given yourself, have you, sis?”

I blushed bright red. His hand was moving between my knees, spreading them open; I resisted but he was much stronger than me, and soon he was kneeling between my legs, my pussy spread wide for him to see. He had read my diary, and he knew that I never let my boyfriend do anything to me down there…

“Have you?” he growled, grabbing handfuls of my thigh and squeezing until it almost hurt. I was tingly all over again; I could still taste him in my mouth, and the cold air from the air conditioning blew over my hard, exposed nipples. My pussy was all wet, and the button above it throbbed.

“No, but…” I moaned, losing track of my own thoughts as his fingers slipped between my pussy lips. I shuddered, my spine stiffening, as darts of pleasure stabbed all through me. He leaned down while I squirmed at his touch, licking his lips. I could only watch him move, wanting it so bad, knowing how wrong it was to let my brother do this to me.

“Leroy…” I whined as a last-ditch effort. Where was the spineless nerd I grew up with? When did he become this totally dominant monster?

“Shut up,” he barked. “Just lay back, fuck slave. You’ve got a belly full of cum, and now I’m gonna get your pussy ready to take another load.”

His eyes glinted and his fingers found my entrance; just like before, there was no warning when he shoved them inside, making me clench and cry out in pain. But almost as soon as the hurting started, it stopped, and something else happened. My hips jerked and bucked around his fingers, feeling them inside me, wanting them deeper.

“Oh, Leroy, oh,” I moaned. I was so hot, his fingers driving me crazy. And just when I thought it couldn’t get any better, he opened his mouth, stuck his tongue out, and wrapped it around my clit. All at once, I was in heaven. I’d always heard oral was great, but ‘great’ didn’t do it justice! Warm and fuzzy all over, his fingers buried in my cunt and his tongue lapping and flicking and suckling my clit. If this is what happened when you were a slut, I was ready. I’d fuck and suck my nerdy stepbrother to kingdom come if it meant I could feel this regularly.

I reached down, burying my hands in his hair and clutching his face tight against my sweet young pussy. His fingers curled, crooked, and pumped; some deep and hidden part of my being exploded, and I shot up, sitting straight on the couch with Leroy’s face buried in my lap, my whole body rigid and soft at the same time. He suckled my clit between his lips, his fingers stroked at my pussy, and I felt a flood of juices release from my center. I’d never felt anything like it, the shuddering spasms that threatened to tear me apart.

“Oh, fuck!” I screamed, the only word that seemed appropriate. I fell back onto the couch, panting, my blonde hair sweaty and flowing over the cushions. Leroy licked me for a few more blissful seconds, then pulled away, his fingers retreating and leaving me achingly empty.

“Please…m-more…” I moaned, feeling this fresh desire coursing through me. Needing it again. And again. And again.

“More, huh? My little fuck slave wants more?” Leroy teased, dragging himself over my prone body, his hips keeping my thighs opened wide. I gasped when I felt something new against my pussy – something hard and soft at the same time. I glanced down and realized he was pressing his cock against my slit. “Be careful what you wish for, you bratty little slut. I’ve thought about tearing you apart so many times…I can’t believe it’s finally happening!”

My scream was one of pain this time as he slammed himself inside me without any warning. His cock filled my pussy and stretched it wide, feeling like it was tearing me in two. He groaned as he buried himself inside me.

“Fuck, yeah, sis,” he groaned, his face inches from mine, his body heavy as it pressed against me, my tits pressed against him and my hair in his hands once more. He started thrusting between my legs, sliding his cock in and out of me in a slow and torturous rhythm. “So tight. I was half expecting you to be lying to yourself in your diary…little queen bee like you could have been fucking the whole football team. But you really are a virgin. What a good little girl. Mommy would be so proud. It still hurts, doesn’t it, my little cum dumpster?”

“Y-yes,” I moaned, and I wasn’t lying. But underneath the pain I could feel something else swelling up. A need for more. For him to go faster. And harder. To ravage my virgin pussy. I wanted my stepbrother to fuck me so hard and so deep that I exploded. I could feel it, so close…

“But it feels good too, doesn’t it?” he went on, as though reading my thoughts.

“Yes, Leroy, please, oh, god,” I moaned. He chuckled against my face, shifting his hips slightly and lifting himself off me.

“I’m gonna flip you over and fuck you the way you deserve,” he growled, pulling out of me. I felt his hands on my waist, moving me until I was belly-down on the couch, my thighs kicked open by his knees, his hand in my hair shoving my face into the cushion.

His free hand yanked on my hips, raising my ass into the air, and then he slammed into me again. The cushions muffled my scream as I felt him stab my very core. It hurt. But it was good. It was so good. It was what I wanted. What I needed. I rubbed myself backwards, grinding against him, driving him deeper and deeper into my tight pussy.

“Yeah, sis,” he growled. “Fuck yourself on my cock. Show me what a good little fuck slave you’re gonna be.”

I groaned, thrusting my hips against him, feeling his cock penetrate me deeper and deeper as my hips jerked.

“Oh…oh god…oh god oh fuck oh god oh…” I cried in tandem to my thrusts, until I could feel that swelling pressure again, until I knew I was going to come. He slipped a hand around my waist and I felt his fingers pinch my clit. I shattered. My pussy gushed around him, grinding back against him desperately, clenching around him again and again while my body shook and bucked.

He pulled at my hair, driving me further back against him, until I could feel him against my womb. I came like that, my brother’s cock buried inside my virgin, teenage cunt, and loving every second of it. When he pulled out, pushing me down at the same time, I was a whimpering mess, still jerking in the aftershocks. I could barely understand what he was doing when I felt his fingers slide from my slit to my ass, his hand spreading my cheeks wide.

“Good and wet,” he growled. “Don’t even need lube…”

“Wha…what are…”

“The only thing better than violating your pussy,” he said, and I could hear the sadistic smile in his voice. There was a pressure against my tight rosebud, and then a screeching pain as he split me wide, forcing himself into my ass. I clenched my teeth, feeling every inch of him buried in my asshole, my own juices letting him slide easily in and out of me. I could see our reflection in the tv across from the couch.

The pain was intense, but just like before, the more he fucked me, the better it felt. Soon, I was squirming again, my clit rubbing against the cushions; and then I was jerking against him, helping him fuck my asshole. His hands were on my hips, moving my body to better slam against him. Each time he pounded into my ass, I tightened my grip on the cushions and cried out in pleasure and pain.

“You ready to take my cum in your ass, slut?”

“Mmmfff,” I moaned into the cushions.

“It doesn’t matter,” he crowed, thrusting against me one last time, deeper than any time before. I groaned as his hot seed filled my ass, rope after rope of sticky cum splashing against me. He pulled out and I felt it spreading across my reddened cheeks, then the tip of his cock slipped against my slit, and the last few spurts of his seed went straight into my pussy.

“Perfect,” he growled, going limp behind me, smearing the head of his cock against my slit and ass. “Perfect first time. I’ll have so much fun breaking you in…”

I whimpered. He really wanted more of this? It wasn’t out of his system yet? Was my brother that much of a pervert?

Then again…I hadn’t exactly hated it. Maybe I was the fucked up one!  I got myself up and rolled over onto my back, looking up at Leroy.  He was adjusting his glasses. My body buzzed.

He was right.

I was going to beg him for more.

“Now, sis,” he said, rising and zipping himself up. “No need to put your clothes back on. Please, come here…”

He held out his hand and I took it without a word. I could feel his cum in my ass still. I felt very tender and sore. He lifted me up until I was sitting on the couch, my legs spread, cum leaking out of me. I looked at myself in the television.

And saw something that made my blood run cold.

I hadn’t noticed before, but I could clearly see now that there was a laptop set up on top of the tv…and the webcam was on! It was trained on me, on the couch! I realized, in shock and horror, that the whole thing had been captured on film!

“Smile for the camera, sis,” he said, whispering in my ear. I whimpered. He pulled away, chuckling, and walked across the room to the camera. “I have a lot of friends online, and they’ll enjoy watching that. They’re going to enjoy a lot of things you do for them, sis. That’s part of the agreement. And since you enjoyed it so much last night, I figured we could start with some video chatting…”

He picked up the laptop, typing something before setting it up on the coffee table in front of me. Soon, I could see myself, spread wide and fucked raw, in the corner of the screen.

“Give them a good show, sis,” Leroy said, standing behind me with his hands on my shoulders. “Just relax and come for the camera. There are a lot of men out there watching.”

He leaned down again, his breathe hot against my flesh.

“And when you’re done with this, I’ll be ready for you to service me again.”

I groaned, a guttural sound that meant nothing. It meant nothing because I was nothing. My life was over. Or it was just beginning. This was my life now. A slut. A fuck slave. A cum dumpster for my brother to use as he pleased…

I smiled for the camera.


Taking His Order

There were two things I wanted in the summer before I went away to college: a car, and to lose my virginity.

Both of those things had to do with college. I wanted to have a car so I could get around the rural town where I’d be going to school. And I wanted to lose my virginity so I wouldn’t be that loser on campus who hadn’t had sex.

But both of those goals were looking pretty out of reach by the 4th of July. I’d been working my tiny butt off at Gopher’s, the nice restaurant in town – but my manager, Mr. Tony, always gave me the lousy shifts, and my tips were abysmal. And as for my virginity…well, let’s just say I had higher aspirations than the blockheads I went to school with. I wanted to pop my cherry, but it felt like a total waste to just give it up to some has-been linebacker at a keg party.

Not that I would have any trouble getting one of them to sleep with me. Getting into my pants was certainly on plenty of dudes’ summer goals list. It comes with the territory when you’re a hot, 18-year-old gymnast. I’m 5’3 with oversized tits and a cute, heart-shaped ass. With green eyes and long brown hair, I’m a catch.

Which was why I didn’t want to throw myself at just anyone. Surely, someone would come around offering something in return for the honor of taking my v-card.

But on that Wednesday as I gazed around the basically empty restaurant, things were looking bleak. I had exactly one table: two old dudes with their two old wives. The dudes couldn’t help but check me out whenever I came around, and their wives couldn’t help but throw me death stares. I probably wouldn’t get shit for tips out of them. The dudes would have if they were alone, but with the wife around? No way.

If only Mr. Tony would put me on a night shift once in a while, I might actually be able to save enough for a car. But he only put his “best girls” on the night shift. I didn’t know what I needed to do to be one of his “best girls” but believe me, I’d do it if it meant no more boring lunch shifts.

I stared at the clock as it edged towards the last hour of my shift. My only table paid up, leaving a measly tip and a big mess for me to clean up. Since this shift was so slow, there wasn’t even a busboy on staff to do that dirty work for me. I stomped into the kitchen with their dishes and threw them all in the sink.

“Hey! Watch it!” The pimply dishwasher shouted as the dirty water splashed up at him.

“Oh, shut up,” I spat back, earning some nasty looks from the kitchen staff. Whatever. Any of them would give their left testicle just to cop a feel of my tits, so they could take their nasty looks and shove them. I pushed the swinging door open and stomped back into the main room.

“Jenny,” Mr. Tony’s voice surprised me. He was standing at the server’s station, his arms crossed. Mr. Tony wasn’t too bad looking, even though he was old enough to be my dad. Still, I never liked seeing him because it usually meant I was going to get yelled at.

“Yeah?” I asked, approaching him. My apron had shifted a bit and I slid it back into place around my hips. My uniform, a black skirt and white blouse, felt stuffy. I’d jazzed it up a bit with cute lacey socks and heeled Mary Janes, but it was still atrociously boring.

“I need to talk to you in my office,” Mr. Tony said, his eyes appraising me. He didn’t seem that pissed, but it must have been serious for him to pull me off the floor.

“Uh, what if we have a customer?” I asked.

“We won’t,” Mr. Tony said, and nodded to the front door. To my surprise, the Open sign was flipped to Closed. Dinner shift started at 7, with lunch ending at 5. It was only 4. So we had closed an hour early. Made sense, given how slow it was. I trudged along behind Mr. Tony until he led me into his office.

His office was boring. File cabinets, a tidy desk, a couch along one wall. Mr. Tony stood leaning against the desk and gestured for me to sit on the couch. Mr. Tony always wanted his employees to feel comfortable, or whatever, so I guess he wanted his office to be like a living room. Why else would he have a stupid couch in there?

I sat down, smoothing my skirt down as I did so that it wouldn’t ride up. Folding my hands in my lap, I waited for Mr. Tony to talk. He was standing above me, so I had to look up to meet his eye.

“Jenny, you’ve worked here since May, right?”

“Yeah,” I said, nodding. “Since school let out.”

“Right,” Mr. Tony smiled. “You told me you were saving up for a car.”

“I am,” I nodded again. But your dumbass schedule is getting in the way, I thought to myself.

“Well, you can’t be getting very close, given the shifts you usually work,” Mr. Tony observed. My eyebrows lifted in surprise. I didn’t really expect him to just say it. I shrugged.

“Kinda,” I said.

“Jenny, I’ve been watching you,” Mr. Tony said. His eyes rolled up and down my petite frame. The office felt a little bit hotter than it had a moment ago. “And I think you’ve got what it takes to be one of my best girls.”

I immediately sat up straight. This was exactly what I needed! Mr. Tony noted my response and smiled.

“I guess that interests you?” He said.

“Yes!” I exclaimed. “Very much!”

“Good,” Mr. Tony said. “But you should know…it does require something from you.”

“Anything,” I trilled. “Totally, like, anything! Mr. Tony, just tell me what you want and I’ll do it!”

His smile darkened.

“I want to fuck you,” he said. My blood seemed to stop flowing for a long moment. What?! How could he just come out and say that? Gross! Ew! No way! I wasn’t going to let this weird old dude fuck me!

“Now, before you say no,” Mr. Tony put up his hands in a placating gesture. “You should consider how much money you can make on night shift. You can expect to take home upwards of $200 a night on a weekday. On a weekend…”

I already know the weekend nights were major bank. My mouth was practically watering at the thought of that cold, hard cash.

“And I’m only asking for this one afternoon,” Mr. Tony said. “One afternoon, and you can buy your car by the end of the month.”

I sat back, considering. I did want the car. And I also wanted to lose my virginity. Mr. Tony was actually offering me the chance to kill two birds with one stone. He was an adult, so he probably knew what he was doing and wouldn’t be too awful. And he wasn’t that bad looking.

“I’m a virgin,” I blurted out, wondering if that would change the situation. Mr. Tony’s eyebrows lifted, but his expression didn’t really change.

“That’s alright,” he said. “I don’t mind.”

I could have laughed. He didn’t mind? Puh-leaze. I could have sold my virginity on the internet for major bucks. In fact, that might be a better idea…

“We can start slowly,” Mr. Tony’s eyes roamed my body again, notably more hungry this time. “Jenny, would you undress for me?”

I scoffed. I hadn’t even agreed yet! But I guessed that if I could get my clothes off, then the rest would be easy. I looked down at my ugly outfit and dirty apron. I could start with the apron and see how it felt. I untied it and lay it on the couch beside me. Mr. Tony waited patiently as I fiddled with the hem of my skirt.

“This offer expires by the time night shift starts,” he advised. “I know you want it, Jenny. It’s written all over your face. You know you can trust me to take care of you, right? I always take care of my  best girls.”

Well, the night shift girls did seem really happy and totally normal…so it couldn’t be that bad. Swallowing, I stood up. I closed my eyes tight before unzipping my skirt. It swooshed down my legs with a rush of cool fabric, and landed around my ankles. My cheeks burned as I quickly undid the buttons of my blouse. Finally, I was in my bra and panties in front of my boss. I peeked through my eyelids and saw him staring.

“All of it,” he said with a gentle nod of his head. “I want all of it off, Jenny.”

I’d come this far. What was a little more fabric? With a deep breath, I undid my bra and released my D-cup breasts. The office’s cold air had my nipples hardening as soon as they hit the air. I leaned down, peeling my panties off. Finally, I stood before Mr. Tony – fully nude, for the first time in front of a man.

He eyed me like he was appraising a racehorse he was going to bet on. Then he lifted a finger and twirled it in the air, indicating that I should turn around. Red-cheeked, I turned so that he could see my perky little ass. If it impressed him, he didn’t let on at all.

“Alright, good enough,” Mr. Tony said. “You can go ahead and approach me.”

I sighed, gathering my courage. All for a car, I told myself again. Turning, I walked across the room until I was within Mr. Tony’s reach. I thought I could feel his body heat, but it might have just been in my head. My breath was hard and heavy, my pulse racing. I was about to lose my virginity – to my boss!

I squealed as Mr. Tony grabbed me around the waist. He twirled me around, setting me down on his desk. I admit, I was surprised by the ease with which he picked me up. He must have been much stronger than he ever seemed. I instinctively clung to his biceps as he lifted me, and I felt their hardness with some admiration.

Sitting on the desk put me almost eye-level with Mr. Tony. He licked his lips, his hands still on my waist. As they slowly moved down my thighs, I shuddered. His palms were surprisingly soft, and comfortingly warm. I almost felt good as he traced down my thighs to my knees, then back up again. His eyes followed his hands’ path. He moved past my waist, up my curvy abdomen. His nails were ticklish on my flesh, and I squeezed my thighs together. As his hands slowly approached my breasts, nervousness clawed up my throat. I broke out in a sweat. I stared at his eyes, but he was only interested in my body.

“M…Mr. Tony…” I stammered.

“Relax,” he murmured, just as his hands finally reached my breasts. At first contact, my stomach flipped. And not in a bad way. I moaned, his hands cupping my heavy breasts from below. It was…a relief. He slowly massaged my flesh, warming it. But despite the heat building in my chest, my nipples were still hard. And when he brushed his thumbs over them, they seemed to get even harder. The sensation sent a thrill down my spine, straight to my pussy.

“You like that?” Mr. Tony growled, finally looking me in the eye. I nodded, swallowing hard. My back arched slightly, giving him better access to my tits. He tweaked my nipples between his fingers, making me cry out slightly. I squeezed my thighs again, enjoying the throbbing warmth I felt between them.

Closing my eyes, I lifted my face towards the ceiling. Mr. Tony continued to play with my nipples, making me feel increasingly excited. When he stopped, I moaned in complaint. But a moment later, I was crying out again as Mr. Tony leaned forward and licked my tender breast. Cupping my tits, he squeezed them together and started to kiss my flesh, moving between my nipples, sucking and licking each one in turn. The more he kissed and sucked my tits, the wetter I felt between my legs. My boss was old enough to be my dad…but he was turning me on!

“Oh, god,” I murmured, feeling an urge to reach down and touch myself. My body shook with need. Mr. Tony pulled away, blowing a cold breath over my now-wet nipples as he did. I pouted, wanting more. But he just chuckled, stepping forward and putting his hands on my knees.

“Spread,” he demanded, pulling my knees apart. I yielded, my toes curling in anxiety. It was really dawning on me now, what was about to happen. Was he just going to…ram it in?

I wanted to ask, but he seemed very busy looking down at my virgin slit. His hands crept up from my knees, tickling their way up my inner thighs. The sensation made me shudder. I knew I was wet, and I wondered if he could tell. The closer his hands got, the more nervous and excited I felt.

“Nice and wet,” Mr. Tony growled. “Not bad, for a virgin.”

“Th-thanks,” I stammered, unsure of how to take the compliment. A moment later, it didn’t matter anymore. Mr. Tony’s fingers were tracing the lips of my pussy, probing my flesh as I gasped and squirmed in response. It felt soooo good. Much better than it should have, given the circumstances. I wasn’t supposed to enjoy being violated by my boss in exchange for money – but I was. As his fingers reached the top of my slit and found my swollen clit, I could only lean back and groan as pleasure whipped through me.

“That’s right,” Mr. Tony growled. “Be a good girl and relax for me.”

It was hard not to relax, with his fingers circling my clit the way they were. I’d only masturbated a few times before, and I wasn’t prepared for his expert touch. My hips seemed to clench, rising slightly as he teased and tortured my sensitive button. Closing my eyes, I let the sensation wash over me, the building pressure in my muscles becoming nearly unbearable.

“Open your eyes,” Mr. Tony demanded. “Watch me while you cum.”

Panting, I did as he said. To my surprise, his head was between my legs. The moment our eyes met, he pulled his fingers away and replaced them with his tongue. All the pressure inside me seemed to implode, fireworks going off in my stomach as I shuddered in pleasure.

“Oh, god, Mr. Tony!” I cried out, unable to stop myself from clenching my thighs around his head, holding him tight to my slit as I came on his mouth. My virgin pussy clenched again and again, until finally I was dripping wet and felt totally limp. My thighs fell from Mr. Tony’s head, and I nearly collapsed back against the desk. My tongue lolled, my vision blurry. I could see Mr. Tony wiping his lips as he rose up, but it took me by surprise when he grabbed me again. This time, he twirled me off the desk and onto my knees in front of him.

Shaking my head to clear it, it was impossible not to recognize the shape his pants were making. I was eye-level with my boss’ hard cock. I swallowed hard. There was only one reason I’d be on my knees in front of him.

“Take out my cock and suck it,” Mr. Tony said. “I want you to get it nice and hard before I fuck you.”

My mouth went dry. My mind raced. Despite the glowing warmth of my orgasm, doubt crept back in. I’d watched a little bit of porn, so I knew what it looked like to give a blowjob but…

“I…I don’t know how,” I finally admitted. “I never did that before.”

“Start by taking it out,” Mr. Tony sounded annoyed. “You can do that, can’t you?”

Yeah, I guess I could. Swallowing back my nerves, I reached out and unzipped his slacks. Shimmying them down, I gasped as his cock popped free. It seemed only half-erect, yet it was as thick as my wrist and longer than anything I’d seen in sex ed class. How was I supposed to get that into my mouth? I looked up at Mr. Tony, pouting. Maybe he’d see how unfair it would be to ask me to suck a dick his size…

“Now, start licking,” he said. He reached down and stroked my hair, gently fisting my ponytail. It was very slight, but I realized what the gesture meant: he was in charge. He’d show me what to do…and how to do it. I took another deep breath and leaned forward.

I started licking the head, treating it like an ice-cream cone. It tasted musky and manly…not that bad. I felt it stiffen under my tongue, and that made me feel really good. I guess I could do this, after all. Pleased with myself, I began to lick the thick, throbbing shaft. I reached out, grabbing the base to steady it as I tongued and bathed his cock.

“Good girl,” Mr. Tony sighed, encouraging me. I wrapped my lips around the tip and rolled my tongue across and around it. With his shaft wet from my mouth, I could slide my hand up and down it. I was trying to be like the girls in pornos, hoping it would please Mr. Tony. Maybe if I was good enough he would finish in my mouth and I wouldn’t have to give him my virginity.

Inspired, I forced another inch of his cock into my mouth. His fist tightened around my ponytail. When I tried to pull back and breathe, I found myself unable to move! And Mr. Tony was slowly shoving his cock deeper and deeper into my mouth. I put my hands on his thighs, blinking up at him, wondering what was going on.

“Just stay still,” he breathed. I gurgled my response as his cock plunged forward and hit the back of my throat. I gagged, and he immediately pulled out, letting me get a few gasping breaths before he thrust in once more. This time, I fought my gag reflex and Mr. Tony’s cock hit the back of my throat.

I struggled to breathe, my eyes starting to tear up. My tongue lapped at the underside of his cock. I could feel him thrusting gently against my throat, almost as though he was trying to go even deeper. His breathing was hard and labored. I could feel his cock getting stiffer and bigger, throbbing against my tongue. I shut my eyes tight, preparing for him to cum in my mouth…

But he didn’t. He pulled out violently, leaving me gasping and sputtering. Spit dripped down my chin onto my tits, and I fell back onto my ass. Mr. Tony kept stroking himself, looking down at me, a feral look in his eyes. Somehow, the raw carnality of that look made me feel hot inside again. My tight young pussy throbbed as I stared at his cock and realized that soon it would be inside me!

“Bend over the couch,” he growled. “Stick that pretty little ass up in the air for me, Jenny.”

Panting, I crawled away from him and did as he said. I put my hands on the couch, feeling the soft cushions under my palms. My ass was in the air, my legs spread. I shivered, my stomach clenching as I prepared to hurt.

“Please…be gentle,” I whimpered as he approached. He grabbed my ass with one hand, squeezing my flesh, digging his nails in.

“Of course,” he grumbled. “I’m not a cruel man. I’ll be gentle. I’ll even make you like it.”

I doubted it. Having him eat my pussy was one thing. But I couldn’t possibly enjoy my boss taking my virginity with his giant cock. Right?

He slid his cock between my legs, rubbing it against my pussy. I gasped as it brushed my clit, stimulating it again. I bit my tongue, lowering my head.

“Just…get it over with,” I begged. “Please, Mr. Tony. Just…just fuck me!”

I thought I heard him chuckling, but I could barely hear anything over the sound of my own heart racing. I could feel plenty, though. I could feel it when he began to press himself inside me, splitting my virgin slit in two. I forced myself to breathe slowly, steadily. Inch by inch, Mr. Tony forced his oversized cock into my tiny slit. When he stopped, I realized he must have hit my barrier…he began to pull out, and he grabbed my hips. Was that all?

“AHHH!” I screamed as he suddenly plunged forward, ramming through my hymen at full speed. All at once, I felt my boss’ prick fill my pussy, taking my virginity once and for all. The pain tore me apart. I felt like I was being split in two, burning from the inside out. A sob escaped my throat, then another as Mr. Tony pulled out a little then pushed forward again. I was stretched beyond my limits, and each thrust drove me crazy with pain.

But the more Mr. Tony thrust back and forth, the less it hurt. My body was warm – not with the burning pain, but with something else. I stopped sobbing and started moaning. Opening my eyes, I watched the couch moving slightly as my boss railed me. His huge cock hit every inch of me, driving deep with each stroke. My tits swayed as our hips met again and again. Digging my nails into the couch cushion, I felt my head going light as a new, strange sensation built inside me.

“Oh, m-my god,” I breathed. “Mr. Tony, it feels good!”

“I know it does,” he grunted. “Try touching yourself.”

I whimpered, slipping a hand between my legs. My clit buzzed, jumping as I started to circle it with the tip of my finger. Immediately, my senses sharpened. My jaw slipped open and my tongue lolled. Eyes rolling back, I let the heat build and build in my belly. Something felt coiled inside me, ready to spring. And the faster Mr. Tony fucked me, the more I liked it. Soon, my hips were moving with his. His balls slapped against my slit, his hands slapping my ass. I howled for more, and he gave it, until he was fucking me like a stallion.

“Yes! Yes, please! More, more!” I begged.

“Cum for me,” he growled, demanding it. “Cum like the little fucktoy you are!”

I don’t know what it was about that dirty word, but it did the trick. All at once, the coil sprang free, the heat exploded, and I came so hard the world spun. My pussy clenched down around Mr. Tony’s shaft, and he groaned. Thrusting deep inside me one last time, my boss pumped his jizz straight into my virgin womb. Thick, hot ropes of cum splashed against my pussy, filling me up. My hips jerked with each fresh burst, my body craving his seed. When he finally finished and slid out of me, I collapsed forward, whimpering.

“Wow,” I mumbled into the couch. “That was crazy…”

“Yes, well,” Mr. Tony panted. “You held up your end of the bargain. You can start on the night shift tonight, if you like.”

I turned to him. I was leaking blood and cum down my thighs, and I was sore and glowing at the same time. I hardly felt qualified to ride my bike home, never mind work a shift!

“What about tomorrow?” I asked.

“Fine, fine,” Mr. Tony said, waving his hand in the air. He went back to his desk, sitting down as though he hadn’t just taken his 18-year-old server’s virginity. I felt kind of awkward, so I got up and began to collect my clothes together.

“Um…thanks,” I muttered, getting dressed as Mr. Tony jotted something down in a binder.

“Be on time,” was his only reply. I let myself out of the office and walked down the hall. The night shift was already arriving to prepare for service – had that much time passed? It didn’t feel like it, but then again…it was hard to keep track of time, considering the circumstances.

Cindy, one of the evening servers, noticed me as I approached. Her eyes flashed up and down my disheveled clothes, taking in my messy hair and blushing cheeks. She grinned.

“So, I guess you’ll be joining us for dinner service?” Cindy asked.

“Uh…tomorrow,” I admitted, looking down. I was kind of embarrassed to be caught right after the act. What would Cindy think of me? Then again, I realized, she must have done the same thing to get to be one of Mr. Tony’s “best girls”.

“Cool,” she shrugged. “See you then!”

She was so chill about it, it made me feel much better. I lifted my head and returned her smile before leaving the restaurant. My bike was waiting for me where I had chained it up, and as I undid the lock I grinned to myself. It wouldn’t be long before I’d be driving to work instead of riding…and all because I rode my boss’ dick!

The Girlfriend Effect

You know the cliché of the girl next door?

Hot, perky, sweet, blonde, and totally available…but not to you?

Yeah. Meet Jenny. She lived next door to me my whole life, we practically grew up together. And she was all of the above, and more. Totally kind and funny, and a really good friend. Oh, and hot. Really, really, hot. Sometimes when she came over in her bikini to swim in my pool, I’d have to take a five-minute bathroom break just so I didn’t embarrass myself in front of her. She’d parade around with her C-cup tits out and her perfect ass on display, giving me so much to fantasize about, but nothing to touch.

I knew nothing would ever happen between us, even though she never explicitly said that. But she was popular and hot, and I was…not. I was more of a nerd, complete with thick glasses and a Lord of the Rings poster on my bedroom wall. I was shy and quiet, without many friends. All through high school, Jenny was the only girl I ever talked to, and everyone teased her about being friends with me. But she was always nice, even to my loser group of friends.

It’s safe to say that I wanted something more out of our relationship. I’d dream about her, think about her in the shower, watch her from my window if she was tanning. I couldn’t tell if she knew the effect she had on me, because she was always so damn nice about everything. Sometimes she’d hug me for a few seconds too long, as though giving me a consolation prize – I couldn’t touch her, but at least I could feel her boobs pressed against my chest for a little while.

I never really felt bad about my feelings. I was a teenage boy, how else was I supposed to feel? She never had to know that I spent my nights jacking off to the fantasy of her on her knees, sucking my cock while looking up at me with those big blue eyes of hers.

And it’s not like she didn’t take advantage of our friendship herself. I spent more than my share of nights listening to her whine about her jerk boyfriends treating her like shit. I’d probably be invited to her wedding, watch her marry some jock asshole. I couldn’t believe her terrible taste in men, but she just kept going back to the same assholes over and over again. And then I was there for her to cry on my shoulder. If only she knew what a great guy she had right next door!

Anyway, after high school, the summer leading up to college was packed full of parties as everyone tried to make that last summer count. Of course, I wasn’t invited to those parties, unless Jenny brought me along. I was happier in my basement playing Dungeons and Dragons with my friends.

But during the day, Jenny and I hung out a lot. We’d be going to schools on opposite ends of the country, and our days of hopping the fence to hang out were nearing an end. It was bittersweet. Of course, I was looking forward to the freedom of college and the intellectual rigor of university learning. But I’d miss Jenny, and I was especially disappointed that I’d never managed to even get a kiss out of her.

But since we had this limited amount of time together, we spend a lot of time in my backyard, at the pool. We’d always played there in the summer, ever since we were kids. I was expecting Jenny to be around at noon, waving to me from the other side of the screen door in my kitchen. She would have let herself through the gate without knocking or anything. We had pretty much free rein of each others’ houses, since our parents knew each other and us so well.

That morning, I’d long finished the bowl of cereal I always had for breakfast, and was getting tired of waiting. It was 12:15. Jenny was always very punctual. I wasn’t concerned, just a little annoyed. With my head on my fist, I flipped through the channels on the kitchen television. I never usually watched the news – what 18-year-old boy does – but this time, something made me pause.

“…an immediate recall of the product, due to extremely limited but very bizarre side-effects,” the pretty reporter was saying. An image of a popular diet pill flashed on the screen. “Women, who are the majority consumers of the pill, have reported extreme – even dangerous – increases in their libido, heightened fertility, and unusual inclinations.”

The reporter seemed kind of embarrassed to be reporting what she was, and I could understand. The subtext of her words was clear: the pill was making women super horny! Me, I couldn’t understand what was so bad about that. If I had a girlfriend and she started acting all desperate for sex, I wouldn’t be complaining. I’d probably encourage her to take more!

Man, wouldn’t that be hot? I knew Jenny could arrive at any moment, but I let myself close my eyes and enjoy a brief fantasy. In it, Jenny was my girlfriend, and she was begging me to fuck her. She was on all fours, her ass in the air. She really wanted me to cum inside her – she was really “fertile”, as the reporter said.

I wouldn’t mind seeing sweet little Jenny knocked up, as long as it was mine. She could stay home and raise the baby while I went to school, the way it really ought to be. And that way, I’d never have to hear her complain about another dude treating her bad. She’d be mine, totally mine.

I sighed, opening my eyes. It was just a fantasy. There was no way Jenny was taking diet pills, not with her perfect body. And even if she was, I still wasn’t her boyfriend.

But where was Jenny?

It was half past noon already, and she wasn’t here. Now, I was getting kind of concerned. I waited long enough for my boner to go away, then put my cereal bowl in the sink. I’d go over and check on her, make sure she hadn’t slipped and hit her head in the shower.

Mmm…Jenny in the shower….

I shook my head and started to jog over to Jenny’s house before my dick had a chance to respond to that visual. I knocked to alert her that I would be coming in, but I didn’t wait for a response. Like I said, we were used to just entering each others’ houses.

“Hey, Jenny…” I shouted. “You here?”

“Oh, god!” Jenny’s voice came loud and clear, from the direction of her bedroom. It kind of sounded like she was in distress! Immediately, I hopped up the stairs to help her. I didn’t knock on the door, but pushed it open. Her room, all pink and girly as it ever was, was awash in sunlight. It took my eyes a second to adjust, and then another few seconds to make sense of what I was seeing.

“Harry…” Jenny moaned, lying on her back on her bed, totally naked, her hands buried between her legs. She was breathing hard, her ample chest rising and falling with each gasping inhale and exhale. A bead of sweat at her hairline trickled down the side of her face, even though the air conditioner was on.

“What are you doing?!” I blurted out, even though it was obvious. Jenny, my lovely 18-year-old girl next door, was masturbating. Which was, you know, fine. Girls did that kind of thing. But she had ample warning that I was coming, and she didn’t stop. And she didn’t stop even as I stood there, unable to stop my stiffening cock. My eyes scanned the room and my gaze fell on a bottle that stood on her desk.

The diet pills from the news!

“You’ve been taking those?” I asked, pointing. “Jenny! Don’t you know what they do to you?”

She bit her lip, a muffled grunt escaping her throat as she shuddered.

“I don’t…no, Harry…please, I need…”

She clearly was experiencing those side effects.

“Do you want me to call the doctor?” I asked, feasting on the sight since I knew I’d probably never come this close to fucking her, ever again. “Jenny, they recalled those pills. I think I should…”

“No!” Jenny gasped, and she brought one hand from her pussy up to her chest, pinching her nipple as her eyes sought mine. “No! Harry, you need to help me!”

“Wha…what? Help you with what?”

“So long….liked you…” Jenny panted, eyes closed. “Now I need you! Please! I’ll do anything!”

“Jenny, what are you talking about?” I said, licking my lips, staring at her beautiful teenage body on display before me. She writhed in agonized pleasure, then suddenly rolled off her bed. In shock, I took a step back, but she was fast. She crawled to me on her hands and knees.

“Just…want…cock…” Jenny mumbled, eyes fixed on my dick, which was super hard and super visible in my flimsy swim trunks. I gulped, cheeks reddening as my fantasy came to life. Jenny was on her knees in front of me, begging to suck my dick. Her blue eyes blinked desperately as her trembling fingers reached for my shorts and pulled them down. I couldn’t stop her. It was everything I ever wanted, how was I supposed to stop her?

“Please,” Jenny murmured, gripping my shaft and bringing her face close to it, nuzzling it gently with her lips. I groaned, my balls already churning. I almost came from that touch alone! “Let me suck? Need it…”

She didn’t wait for permission, but dipped her tongue out and licked the head of my cock. My knees nearly buckled. I threw my head back and groaned. I’d never gotten a blowjob before, never even close. But I’d watched plenty of porn, and I knew what to do next. I reached down and grabbed her hair, which was in a messy bun. Holding her in place, I slid my cock forward into her warm, wet mouth.

Her tongue darted and danced around the shaft while I pulsed the head against her throat, feeling it resist me sliding any further into her. Everything was soaked velvet, sliding across my cock, making me shudder. I felt Jenny shudder and gag, but I couldn’t stop. My hips jerked against her lips, taking over. My dick was all the way in her mouth, sliding down her throat! I had no idea Jenny was such a slut. She had to have done this before, with her asshole boyfriends. That thought suddenly made me mad. Why, if she had always liked me, did I have to wait so long?

I fisted her hair tighter, frowning down at her while her eyes watered and her nostrils flared.

“God, Jenny,” I said. “I never knew you gave such good head. I wish you’d have let me do this a long time ago. Fuck.”

Jenny clung to my thighs for balance, patient and still as I fucked her throat. Her eyes rolled backwards, watering and tearing, as I thrust against her throat again and again. Short, hard, jagged thrusts that left her drooling, spit falling down onto her tits. Her nostrils flared to get enough breath, her gag reflex triggering. I grunted, panting, as my balls churned. I wasn’t going to last. I wished I’d actually taken the time to jack off to that fantasy earlier, because it would have made the blowjob last longer.

But who was I kidding? I had Jenny, illusive and too-good-for-me Jenny, at my command. I could get hard again, fast. And I wanted to pump myself into her stomach, thought that would be hot as fuck. The idea of sweet little Jenny swallowing my cum drove me over the edge.

I thrust into her with a groan and released, filling her throat and belly with burst after burst of hot cum. She gagged harder, struggling to swallow each messy drop. It still filled her cheeks and dribbled from her lips. I kept my cock lodged in her throat until my balls were empty and my dick was wilting, then ripped her head away, letting her get her breath.

She fell backwards, catching herself with her hands so that she wound up arching her back and thrusting her tits up to the ceiling. I could see her glistening thighs, her arousal dripping down her legs. Her C-cup tits bounced as she panted.

“Touch me, please,” she begged. “Harry, I want you so bad! Inside me! I want you to put a baby in me! I swear, I’ll take care of it, do everything, you don’t have to do anything, just please! I need it!”

“Hmmm,” I said, pretending to consider it. “I guess I could try to help you out. Stay right where you are while I think it over.”

Truth was, the position she was in was just perfect for me to grab her tits and play with them. My cock was already twitching back to life as I finally got my hands on her breasts. And she wasn’t complaining, either. She threw her head back in pleasure, gasping as I squeezed her boobs and  pinched her nipples.

“So hot,” I muttered. “I’m so tired of being your friend. I want you to be mine, Jenny. All mine. I promise, I’ll fuck you until you’re knocked up, but only if you promise to only be mine. Forever. Be my good little girl, and do whatever I say for the rest of your life.”

“Yes! Anything! Please, Harry! I need it, I’ll do anything! I’ll be your slave! Anything you say!”

Each word had my cock twitching back to hardness. Her nipples were hard and rosy, her hips jerking as I abused her chest, humping the air desperately.

“Good,” I said. “Then we’re agreed. Now, I have to get hard again, if I’m going to hold up my end of the bargain.”

“What can I do?” Jenny panted, looking up at me, her back still arched as she grabbed her ankles. I already knew what I wanted. Angling myself against her, I squeezed her tits together and spit on her chest. Slowly, I slid my cock between her breasts, fucking her cleavage.

The two warm, soft globes wrapped around my shaft. She twitched and shuddered in pleasure as I continued to pinch her nipples while fucking her tits. I couldn’t believe this was happening to me, but it was. I was titty-fucking my best friend, the girl next door, while she begged me to put a baby in her!

It didn’t take long at all before I was ready. I released my grip on  her and sat down on the bed. She crawled forward again, pleading eyes blinking up at me.

“Ride me,” I said, excited to see her tight little body bouncing up and down on my rod. Jenny squealed. Suddenly, I realized I had no idea if she was a virgin or not. I was. “Wait. Is this your first…”

Jenny was almost on top of me, and now for the first time a hint of shame bled into her reddening cheeks. She bit her lip and nodded.

“You are?!” I asked, surprised.

“I was waiting….” she said, climbing up onto my lap, impatient. “For you.”

“What?!” I said. “But…but…”

She was so wet. Impossibly wet. She was hovering over my cock, straddling me, her hands on my shoulders, tits in my face. She was dripping down onto my shaft, coating me in her juices.

“Won’t it hurt?” I asked, suddenly feeling concerned for her. I grabbed her hips to hold her still and stop her from just impaling herself on my cock.

“I used to horseback ride,” she said, seemingly out of nowhere. But when I thought about it, I realized what she probably meant. And she clearly wasn’t too worried at the pain, because she was wiggling in my grip. “Please, Harry. If I have to wait another second…I need you to take my virginity, please! Fill me up, so I can cum!!!”

Well, who was I to deny her, after all?

I released her hips, reaching for her tits instead. She squealed, lowering herself inch by inch, her sweet little cunt stretching to fit me. It was the best feeling in the world, a million times better than the blowjob. Her pussy was so hot and wet and tight, I nearly fainted from how good it felt. She moaned the whole way down, her eyes widening as the pleasure took hold of her. Her generous tits were still level with my face, so I pulled her close and sucked on her pert little nipples while she swayed back and forth on my cock.

“So good, Harry, thank you,” she gasped. “Oh, god, thank you so much…”

“Fuck,” I groaned, slapping her ass. “Ride me so I can cum in you.”

Jenny squealed again and started to hop up and down on my cock. I lay back, watching her, amazed at her strength and the sweet feeling of her cunt wrapped around my dick. Her tits bounced freely, her face contorted in pleasure as she reached one hand between her legs, rubbing her clit while she fucked me.

“Thought about this…so much…” Jenny moaned. “Want…you to fuck me…every way! Cum in me!”

I grabbed her hips and pumped her body up and down on my shaft, spurred on by her words. Jenny screamed, slamming herself down on my cock and grinding around, one hand on her clit.

“Give it to me, please!” She cried out. She needed it so bad, I just couldn’t hold back. I exploded, filling her sweet little cunt with my cum. She squealed, squeezing herself around my shaft, her pussy sucking my balls dry. I shot the last of my load into her before collapsing back on the bed, breathing hard, unable to believe what I’d just done. Fucking my neighbor! It was crazy, and it was awesome. She climbed off me, her cheeks rosy and chest heaving. My cum dripped down her thighs. She got onto all fours, head down on the mattress, ass wiggling.

“Again,” she begged, looking back at me. “More. I don’t want there to be a single chance of not getting pregnant.”

“Jenny, I can’t believe this,” I said, grabbing my cock and stroking it, sure I still had plenty of life left in me. But the ramifications of what we were doing were starting to return to me as I watched my sexy neighbor beg for more. “You do know about the recall for those pills? Are you sure you wouldn’t rather…”

She reached between her legs, rubbing my cum into her pussy while she moaned.

“Please, Harry! You’ve always been so good to me, so sweet. I don’t care about the pills or whatever. I just need your cock in me again. Feels so good…”

She groaned in ecstasy and need, tongue out as she buried her head into the pillows.

“Okay,” I said, knowing  that she must really need it for her to act this way. I was doing her a favor, really. I certainly hadn’t planned on this day ending up with me knocking up the girl next door. And she was begging for it. I was half-hard but I needed a little more inspiration to go all the way. I reached for her ass, squeezing the two perfect circles of flesh that wiggled in front of me. She moaned, thrusting back into my palms.

“Yes,” she hissed. “Spread me open and fuck me!”

“Fuck,” I grunted, seeing how her wetness and my cum dripped from her still-tight pussy. It was sexy as hell, knowing that soon enough she’d be pregnant with my child. I’d have her, all of her, for as long as I wanted her. Groaning, I put my hard cock right where it belonged.

Jenny was still furiously rubbing her clit, and now she bucked and spasmed as I filled her. She arched her back, head lifting as feral noises escaped her throat. It was like fucking a cat in heat. She immediately started thrusting her hips back against me, and I barely even had to move as she proceeded to fuck herself on my rod.

“So good,” she panted. “I’m gonna cum again, please, don’t stop!”

I grabbed her hips and moved them faster, until her body was slapping hard against mine. Her big tits swayed underneath her as she took every inch of my cock. I could see her pretty little rosebud between her spread cheeks, and knew that I was the first person t0 ever see it this way. I spat down and wiggled a finger inside her, thinking about how good it was going to feel once she let me fuck her there.

“Harry!” Jenny screamed my name as she came. I was still thinking about how tight her ass would be, and how good it would feel to fill it with my cum; her climax triggered mine, and I shoved her down on the bed, pumping myself deep inside her, spilling yet another load into her fertile little body. She came underneath me, squeezing my cock dry with each spasm.

“Fuck, Jenny,” I panted when it was over. Rolling to my side, she didn’t move even with my weight no longer pinning her down. Suddenly, I was worried. Had the effects worn off, and now she was regretting it? Had I just ruined everything by taking advantage of my childhood friend?

“Thank you,” she mumbled, finally turning her head towards me and opening her big blue eyes. They sparkled. “Thank you so much. I promise, I’ll be so good to you. You can have me whenever you want, for the rest of your life. Anything you want…”

Poor thing was exhausted. Even as she spoke, her eyes were closing. Her breathing slowed. She was falling asleep in my arms! It was all a big dream come true. Half of me was afraid that if I fell asleep, I’d wake up alone in my bed, with crusty sheets. The other half was afraid of being found by Jenny’s parents.

“I’ve got to go,” I whispered. She mewled a protest.

“Stay,” she begged, reaching for me. “Want you again…”

“No, you need to sleep,” I said with a smile, thinking about how I was going to sneak back into her room as soon as I could. “Your body has work to do, remember?”

She smiled, reaching down to her belly.

“I’ll be back,” I promised, meaning in. I’d be back, and I’d be hard again, and next time I’d go straight for that tight little ass of hers. In the span of a single afternoon, my girl-next-door had become my girlfriend, and my slut, and probably my baby momma.

And it was all thanks to a little bottle of pills on Jenny’s dresser.


The Dean’s List

It’s not like I didn’t know what I was doing.

I knew exactly what I was doing.

It’s right there in the Student Code of Conduct:

Any student at the Reginald P. Cock University for Dumb Blondes caught breaking the rules is subject to punishment by the Dean of Students. Punishment may include, but is not limited to, sexual acts and degradation.

See? I knew what I was in for when I snuck the bottle of whiskey into my dorm room. In fact, some might say that I did it on purpose. That’s certainly what my suitemates believed. I’d been talking about how I wanted to lose my virginity, but not to any of the skeevy boys from the college across town. Even though I was only 18, I wanted a man. And since Reginald P. Cock University for Dumb Blondes is an all-girl school, I was short on options.

All freshmen lived in one building, either in doubles or suites. I lucked out and got a suite, which included our own private living area with a fridge. One Saturday, after a week of particularly hard classes, it was my job to procure pre-game supplies for the suite. We took turns buying bottles with our fake IDs. I successfully bought a handle of whiskey and successfully snuck it into the dorm. But no sooner did I open the bottle to pour myself a congratulatory shot than our RA burst into the suite!

Lindsay was a junior, and she was really tough on all of us. Even the slightest noise after quiet hours could get you in trouble. So you can imagine how screwed I was when she caught me with an open bottle of liquor! I hadn’t had a single drop, but that didn’t make a difference. She pointed right at me with one pink-nailed finger, narrowing her bright blue eyes.

“You! Put that down!” Lindsay demanded. Her curly blonde hair kinked out all around her pretty face. She was so curvy, all the younger girls (myself included) were envious of her. We had similar-sized C-cup breasts, but she was much fuller-figured than me. I had been a track star in high school, and had a much more athletic body. I put the whiskey down, blushing hard. My own blonde hair was pulled back in a ponytail, which I nervously began to play with.

“It’s not mine!” I swore.

“Then whose is it? There’s no one else here!”

I looked around, and she was right. All my suitemates must have been at the dining hall! I was alone in the room. Lindsay smirked, looking happy that she’d caught me red-handed.

“The Dean is going to have a field day with you,” she crowed. And while I couldn’t tell for sure, I thought I heard her mutter something else under her breath. It sounded like she said, “and if I’m lucky, so will I.”

Shamed and nervous, I followed Lindsay out of the dorm. She wouldn’t even let me change out of my sweatpants and tank top. I knew that whatever was going to happen next, nothing would ever be the same for me. I didn’t know what the Dean did to girls who were caught with liquor, but I knew what it said in the Student Code of Conduct – and I had to expect the worst.

I was on my way to lose my virginity to the Dean of Students!

Dean Andrews’ office was dark when we arrived.

“He’ll be here any second,” Lindsay sniffed. “I texted him. He won’t be happy to come in on his day off.”

Lindsay wore a tight black miniskirt and skimpy tank-top. She was dressed up like she was headed to the club. And she kept glancing at me, licking her lips, her eyes lingering on my teenage body. I shuddered, not exactly hating the attention – it just confused me.

Surely, Lindsay would leave me alone with Dean Andrews, right? She wasn’t going to…watch?

Dean Andrews arrived, looking very grumpy. He barely eyed me as he unlocked the door to his office. He was wearing a button-down white shirt and gray slacks. Dean Andrews was in his 50’s or something. He had white hair, and wrinkles, but he wasn’t totally ugly. There were certainly worse men I could lose my virginity to. Still, the thought of his old hands all over my fresh young body…it gave me the shivers!

Lindsay and I followed Dean Andrews into his warm, wood-finished office. Everything was leather or dark mahogany. A thick Persian carpet covered the floor, and his massive desk was clear of any detritus. Only a lamp sat on its gleaming surface. Bookshelves lined the walls, stuffed with leather-bound volumes with gilded titles. I took it all in, preferring to examine the surroundings than look at Dean Andrews. When I finally looked at him, I saw how intently he was looking at me.

“So,” he grumbled. “You thought it was appropriate to sneak whiskey into your dorm? Into your suite? And you’re underage – by three years! That goes against many campus rules, young lady.”

“I know, sir,” I whimpered. I looked back – Lindsay was standing in a corner by the door, watching us with a glint in her eye. “And I’m very sorry.”

“Sorry doesn’t cut it!” Dean Andrews barked. I jumped in place, shocked by his angry tone. “You know the rules, don’t you? You know what I have to do now? To punish you?”

My heart hammered, my tongue went dry. Of course I knew. I nodded slowly.

“Yes, sir,” I said, and my meek voice seemed to subdue him a little. Dean Andrews sighed, taking his glasses off and rubbing his temples.

“Alright then,” he said. “Let’s get this show on the road. Strip.”

I bit my lip, staring at him. He put his glasses back on and looked up expectantly. I knew what he told me to do – I wasn’t confused about the meaning of the word “strip.” But to actually do it…

“Don’t waste my time,” he spat. I could hear Lindsay tittering behind me. “Take off your clothes!”

“Yes, sir,” I squealed. I shut my brain off, knowing that if I thought about it any more I would chicken out and it would be bye-bye college. Squeezing my eyes shut, I yanked my sweatpants down and stepped out of them, then drew my tank top over my head. I sighed in relief. That wasn’t so bad. It was like being in my bikini at the pool – old men always leered at me there, too.

It was so quiet in the room that I could hear the clock ticking. I peeked through one eye to see what kind of reaction I’d gotten from Dean Andrews. He looked…bored.

“And the rest of it,” he grumbled, gesturing at me to hurry up. All of it? He wanted me to take off everything? Couldn’t he punish me with my bra and panties still on? My C-cup breasts shook as panic set in, my thighs squeezing together at the idea of being fully naked in front of the Dean and my RA. Was I nervous or excited? I couldn’t tell. But I could tell I wasn’t winning any brownie points by making Dean Andrews wait.

My bra and panties joined the pile on the floor, and I stood there naked. My nipples were hard from the cold air in the room, and I instinctively moved to cover myself.

“Stop,” Dean Andrews snapped. “Don’t move. Let me see if you’re even worth it…”

Shame burned my cheeks as the old man stared at my young, lithe, virgin body. I looked away, unsure of why it felt so hot to have him stare at me like a predator staring at its prey. Glancing over at Lindsay, I saw a strangely lustful look on her face. She was staring at my ass, not even trying to hide it!

“You’ll do,” Dean Andrews finally said. He stood, his chair scraping across the tile floor. “On your knees then.”

He started to approach me from behind the desk, and my skin tingled with each step of his approach. Mindlessly, I sank down to my knees before him, unable to release my gaze from his stern and commanding features.

My mouth felt dry, but at the same time I was salivating with excitement. My hard nipples ached with each slight shift of air in the room, and my pussy pulsed with heat. I couldn’t believe how my body was reacting to this sick, perverted scenario! But as Dean Andrews finally came to a stop, inches from my face, and unzipped himself, all thought of how wrong it was flew from my mind. All I could think about was the thick, throbbing cock he held in his hand.

White hairs curled around the base, and the flesh was a shade pinker than the rest of his body. I’d never seen a cock in real life, but his seemed exceptionally large! Like way too large to be my first. What was I even supposed to do with it? I was afraid of having that big thing ripping me open, and swayed backwards to get away from it. Dean Andrews stopped me with one swift movement, grabbing my ponytail and using it to hold my head in place.

“No need to be shy,” he growled. “Go ahead. Suck it.”

Pre-cum glinted at the tip, and I found myself curious about how it might taste. But I’d never sucked a cock before – I didn’t know what to do! Blinking up at him, I hoped he might offer some assistance before I had to debase myself even further in front of Lindsay. But he just looked more and more impatient with each passing second. He was stroking the shaft slowly, keeping it nice and hard while he waited for me to start giving him head. I licked my lips.

“Well?” Dean Andrews finally grunted. “I’m waiting!”

“I don’t know how,” I whimpered. “I’ve never…before.”

“Oh, for chrissakes,” he rolled his eyes. “It’s easy. Just open your mouth.”

I did, dropping my jaw.

“Now lick it like an ice cream cone. The best popsicle you’ve ever had. Worship every inch. Make sure you look me in the eye while you do it, so I know you’re enjoying it. I like my students to be good little cocksuckers.”

I guess I could do that…my heart hammered in my chest as I finally leaned forward, guided by his grip on my ponytail. I closed my eyes and wrapped my tongue around his cock. To my surprise, it didn’t taste nasty…just kind of musky and salty. I started to lick the shaft up and down, long wet trails from the base to the tip as Dean Andrews grunted approvingly. As I coated the whole thing with my spit, he began to pump his hips.

“Now open up,” he said in a husky voice, his fist pulling at my ponytail. I glanced up at him and did as he said, stretching my lips as wide as I could manage. Dean Andrews grabbed my chin at pulled, forcing my mouth open even wider. At the same time, he thrust his cock between my lips and into my throat! I gagged at once, but fought it back. Overwhelmed by the sensation of his cock rubbing the back of my throat, I barely noticed how hot it was getting in the room.

He was the first man I’d ever served with my mouth, but Dean Andrews certainly wasn’t treating it like a first time. Keeping his grip firm, he held me in place while assaulting my throat. Inch by inch, he forced himself deeper into my virgin mouth.

My eyes watered, tears streaming down my cheeks as he choked me with his fat cock. I could barely get enough air into my lungs, but Dean Andrews just pushed harder and harder until eventually he had every inch down my throat, my nose pressed into his pubes while he kept thrusting. I heard feminine moaning from behind me, but couldn’t focus on anything but Dean Andrews’ balls hitting my chin or his cock jammed down my throat. Off-balance, I reached for his thighs to steady myself.

Before I could make contact, he pushed me away, his cock popping out of my mouth with a wet slapping sound. I gasped, taking in deep breaths of sweet oxygen. But the relief was short-lived, as Dean Andrews grabbed me by the neck and yanked me to my feet. I squealed, forced to follow him on tip-toe as he dragged me across the room to his desk.

“This will be easier for both of us,” he promised, swinging me onto the hard wood surface. My ass hit it with a smack, Dean Andrews pulling me until my head hung off one end of the long desk. My long blonde ponytail nearly grazed the floor. My body was flushed and I panted, overheated and dazed from the Dean’s rough treatment.

“Her body is so cute,” Lindsay squeaked from across the room. I looked over just in time to see her hand down her skirt. She was playing with herself while watching Dean Andrews rape my virgin throat! There were rumors that Lindsay liked to swing both ways, and now I knew it was true. She had been checking me out!

“Why don’t you get over here and play with it for me?” Dean Andrews advised, positioning himself at my mouth once more. He grabbed my tits and pressed the head of his cock against my  lips. I obeyed his silent demand, spreading them wide. All the blood was rushing to my head, making the whole thing feel dreamlike and bizarre. A second later, Dean Andrews was sliding down my throat again, this time managing to go even deeper.

The angle of my head hanging down made my throat feel looser, and the Dean’s hands playing with my tits was starting to feel very good. He pinched and teased my nipples, sliding his cock back and forth between my lips in long, leisurely strokes. I squirmed, my pussy tingling with something like an itch – but deeper, hotter, wetter. The more Dean Andrews made me choke on his cock, the more he groped my virgin tits, the more I wanted to touch myself!

But it wasn’t long before someone else was touching me.

I knew it had to be Lindsay who knelt between my legs, grabbing my thighs and pulling them up. Something warm and light and damp landed on my tummy, then slowly made its way down to my mound. Lindsay was kissing my stomach…and then she was kissing my pussy! The sudden shock of pleasure made my whole body jerk off the desk, and I moaned around Dean Andrews’ cock.

I wanted to scream with pleasure as Lindsay began to lick my clit, using her tongue in long slow strokes – almost the same pace as Dean Andrews as he raped my throat. My hands found their way to Lindsay’s curly blonde locks, and my thighs clenched around her. I pushed her tightly against my cunt, my whole body buzzing. Dean Andrews must have liked what he was seeing, because he started to fuck my mouth faster. His balls smacked against my nose and eyes as he used my mouth and kneaded my tits.

“She tastes like a virgin,” Lindsay giggled from between my legs, prying me open with two fingers. She slid inside me, suckling my clit at the same time. I was so tight, she couldn’t get her fingers very deep inside me, but the slight friction made me feel like a coil ready to spring. I squirmed in heated ecstasy, choking on cock while she lapped and sucked my clit.

“I think the stupid little bitch wants to cum,” Dean Andrews growled. “And I wouldn’t mind watching her orgasm while I’m balls-deep in her throat…”

Lindsay moaned, and just as Dean Andrews pinched my nipples tight, she rolled her tongue over my clit and thrust her fingers up against my pussy. A brilliant pressure exploded inside me. For the first time ever, I came. A whole flood of juices dripped from my pussy, while I drooled on Dean Andrews’ pulsing cock. Lindsay kept licking me as I bucked and shuddered underneath her.

In my throat, I felt Dean Andrews’ cock swell and throb. The final throes of my orgasm swept me away as he emptied his balls in my throat. I swallowed each burst of jizz that shot into my throat, but there was so much of it that it leaked from my lips, down my face. His cum was red-hot, salty and thick, filling my young belly until it ached.

“That’s a good start,” Dean Andrews sighed, pulling his softening dick from my mouth. I swallowed the last gulps of cum, still feeling dazed. Even when hands pulled me forward on the desk, so that my head finally rested on wood, I felt like all my blood was pounding in my temples. Blinking, I realized that Lindsay was completely nude.

Her C-cup breasts grazed my tender flesh as she crawled up my body, a smile on her face. Before I could comprehend it, she was kissing me, her tongue probing my mouth, tasting Dean Andrews’ cum. I moaned into her soft mouth, her lips luscious. I never liked girls but as she ground her body against mine, I felt an unmistakable desire to wrap my legs around her.

Then it hit me: what had Dean Andrews said?

A good start?

“What now, Dean Andrews?” Lindsay purred, still grinding against me on the Dean’s desk. She arched her back, pressing her nipples against mine, and I found myself itching to feel her breasts in my palms.

“Why don’t you two amuse me until I’m ready to give this little brat the fucking she deserves," Dean Andrews said, sitting in his overstuffed chair behind the desk, lecherous eyes watching our young bodies writhe together. I gasped as Lindsay thrust a knee against my dripping slit.

“Yes, sir,” Lindsay cooed. “I think she should return the favor, don’t you?”

The older girl looked down on me and winked, abruptly rolling off my prone body. I felt cold without her soft flesh covering mine, and I instinctively twisted towards her.

“You heard her,” Dean Andrews barked at me. “Make Lindsay cum!”

I didn’t know how to do that! I looked at her tan, curvy body. Her blonde hair was a halo around her cherubic face, her bright blue eyes twinkling with lust. She bent her legs at the knees and spread them, reaching down to touch her pussy. I could see she was already wet, and her hard little nipples pointed straight up at the ceiling. I looked to Dean Andrews for guidance. I didn’t even know if I wanted to do it with a girl, never mind how to do it…

“Start with my tits,” Lindsay chirped, grabbing my head suddenly. She yanked until my face fell between her generous breasts. My hands fell on either side of her. “Worship me, you naughty little slut!”

Well, ok. I could do that. Rolling over, I straddled her thigh and began to kiss her breasts. I cupped them from below, nervous to be too rough with them. Lindsay moaned her approval as I thumbed her nipples, my mouth exploring her soft, fragrant flesh. Her breasts were so supple, so responsive as I slowly massaged the flesh.

She tasted like vanilla, and I wanted more. A strange hunger rose inside me, and I moaned, licking all over both breasts while pinching her nipples. My hips slowly undulated, my pussy rubbing her bare thigh. When I finally took her nipple between my lips, Lindsay gasped and arched her back.

“Yesss,” she sighed. “Like that…more…”

Her panting, moaning sighs were so hot. I thrust harder against her thigh, my clit buzzing as I humped her. I glanced over and saw Dean Andrews stroking himself to hardness again, watching me suck and lick Lindsay’s taut flesh while getting off on her thigh between my legs.

“Lick my pussy,” Lindsay ordered, pushing on the top of my head. “Make me cum.”

I crawled down between her knees, finding myself face-to-face with her pink, puffy lips. Curious, I peeled them apart, noting the musky juice that dripped from her entrance. I’d barely ever even seen my own  pussy, never mind another girls! Lindsay’s was soft and peach, and my fingers traced her lips carefully. She moaned, hips moving towards me. I knew what I was supposed to do, and slowly leaned forward, wrapping my tongue around her clit. She immediately grabbed my head, forcing my face against her flesh.

“More!” she demanded. “Use that tongue, you filthy slut!”

I was dripping wet from all the abusive words they used on me, and Lindsay’s vanilla-tinted pussy was streaming as I lapped at her clit. It was a hard little button that almost vibrated under my tongue. I lost myself in the heat of her, feeling her thighs clench around my head, her body jerking as she cried out over and over again. Soon, she was thrusting upwards repeatedly, riding my mouth from below, holding my head in place while she fucked herself on my tongue. My own juices spilled down my thighs.

With my focus entirely on Lindsay, it’s no wonder I didn’t notice Dean Andrews getting up from his chair. I felt hands caressing my exposed ass as I knelt between Lindsay’s legs – it felt so good, I pressed back against them with a muffled moan. And then I felt something big and hard pressing against my virgin slit.

That finally snapped me back to reality. Fear struck me like a knife. I was actually about to lose my virginity to the Dean of Students, while I licked my RA’s pussy! But Lindsay was still gyrating against my lips, her hand keeping my head firmly positioned against her pussy. As Dean Andrews massaged my flesh and spread my cheeks, gently pushing forward, I couldn’t even move to protest. All I could do was prepare for the pain.

“Be a good girl, and hold still,” his rough voice reached me. “I’m about to take your virginity.”

“Keep going,” Lindsay whined at the same time. “So close…”

It sure seemed like she was close – she was pouring juices down my chin, thrusting her hips up quickly. I could feel her tight clit get even harder, swelling up under my tongue. Despite my fear, it was really hot knowing I was about to make her climax. She began to shudder, her nails digging into my scalp. Dean Andrews eased his way into my tight, teenage pussy.

Almost at the same moment, Lindsay came and Dean Andrews forced his way through my hymen, ripping me open. My jaw wide, I lapped at Lindsay’s juices, tears streaming from my eyes from the pain. I focused on the girl wiggling beneath me. Dean Andrews thrust forward once, hard, hard enough to force me off balance. As he pierced me all the way to my womb, taking my cherry once and for all, I fell forward, landing on top of Lindsay.

She reached for me, greedily closing her lips over mine, licking her own juices from my tongue. I moaned against her, the kiss warming me up as Dean Andrews positioned himself inside me. Slowly, my pussy began to stretch, fitting him snugly. He started to slide in and out of me steadily, holding my hips tight to keep me in place.

“So tight,” he groaned. “I haven’t fucked a virgin in way too long…it’s a shame that you’ll be all used up by the time graduation comes around!”

“That’s right,” Lindsay cooed, kissing my neck, pressing her body to mine. “We’re going to make you the campus toy. Every professor’s personal fuck puppet.”

“N-no,” I moaned, but already I was beginning to enjoy Dean Andrews’ cock pulsing inside me. He filled me up so much, stroking places inside me I never knew existed…Lindsay kissed me again, forcing her tongue into my mouth, swallowing my groan of desire. The Dean’s thick cock spread me over and over, hitting my deepest center and making me tremble. I whimpered against Lindsay’s lips, my hips pushing back to meet Dean Andrews’ thrusts.

“Very good,” Dean Andrews chuckled. “Go ahead. Fuck me.”

My lips were wrenched away from Lindsay’s as Dean Andrews fisted my ponytail and yanked – my back arched violently, hips rising. My whole body pounded with Dean Andrews’ thrusts, and soon I was pounding right back. It felt so good, having him fill me up, my clit rubbing against Lindsay’s leg…lust was rising inside me again, filling me with a delicious heat. Lindsay kissed my breasts, sucking my nipples, holding my hips and helping me fuck the Dean.

“I want you to cum,” Dean Andrews growled. He slapped my ass, making me go even faster. “Do it, slut.”

“Y-yes! Oh, god, yesss!” I squealed as the heat broke open inside me. Pleasure whipped through me like a storm. My juices dripped down the Dean’s shaft, down his balls, down my thighs. My whole body tightened and relaxed over and over, in perfect rhythm with his pounding cock. At the last moment, I felt him stab straight against my womb and let go.

His jizz flooded my pussy, burst after burst massaging my slit, leaving me dripping and warm. My clenching cunt milked him dry, until finally his balls were empty. Lindsay groaned, reaching between my legs to collect the dripping cum, swallowing it eagerly between red lips and then pulling me down to kiss her again so I could taste the salty cum on her tongue.

“Mmmm,” Lindsay moans, pulling back. “That was a good punishment.”

“I agree,” Dean Andrews said, putting himself away and zipping himself up. “I don’t think little miss…what was your name again?”

“Katherine,” I said, shocked to realize that the man I lost my virginity to didn’t even know my name!

“Little Miss Katherine won’t be misbehaving again anytime soon, will she?” Dean Andrews eyed me questioningly. I bit my lip. I guess I didn’t want to have to go through that again…but now that I’d lost my virginity, it wouldn’t hurt the next time…it would just feel good…

Lindsay giggled.

“Maybe the punishment was too good,” she said with a wink. I smiled back. She might have been right. Because even before Dean Andrews pushed us from his office, both of us still half-dressed, I was already thinking of more ways to get in trouble!


The Good Doctor

I always, always, always knew I wanted to be a mother.

See, I was an orphan. My whole life, I was moved from foster home to foster home, never having a real family or parents. Some of the foster homes were okay, others not so much. But all those years culminated in a singular certainty: I was meant to be a mother, and to be the best mother in the world.

But once I turned 18 and found myself out on my own, I quickly learned that it’s not as easy as wanting to be a mother. You need to have the resources to take care of a child. And you need someone to, you know, make a child with.

I got extremely lucky with the first issue. Like, crazy lucky. I won the lottery! I won more than enough money to support myself and a child for a long time. It felt like karma, the universe righting itself after giving me such a crummy childhood. And I was going to pay it forward by giving my child the very best life I could.

The second issue…that was a much bigger problem for me.

See, I had always been really nervous about sex. Growing up, I sometimes shared a home with kids older than me. They were always talking about sex and how great it was, but all I ever felt was uncomfortable. Even watching kissing scenes in movies made me squeamish. And when we had sex ed in school…forget about it! I wanted nothing to do with sex, at all. I couldn’t imagine enjoying it, and I didn’t understand what everyone else was so wild about.

Maybe there was something wrong with me. Or maybe there was something wrong with everyone else. Either way, I knew that I would have to have sex to get pregnant. I didn’t even know a guy I would want to raise a child with. I kind of wanted to raise my child alone.

How could I get pregnant as easily as possible, without having to worry about someone else wanting to be part of the family?

Well…that’s when I found Dr. Price.

Dr. Price was one of the most expensive and well-regarded fertility doctors in the city. His methods were somewhat unconventional. See, while most fertility doctors specialize in artificial insemination, he had another specialty. He did have his medical degree, but he didn’t impregnate women with a needle.

He had the most potent sperm in the world.

That’s not an exaggeration. They did a study, and Dr. Price’s sperm was shown to be 99.99% effective at impregnating a woman, even if she was infertile!

As you can imagine, Dr. Price was in high demand. He could only see so many patients every day, and he was very selective about who he decided to treat. The process for getting an appointment included me sending a headshot….and some other, less modest pictures! I can tell you, I was really embarrassed taking photos of my D-cup breasts and trim, young body. But it was all for a good cause. And I knew I’d have to do something much worse to actually get pregnant. The photos were just the first step.

I was elated when I learned I’d been chosen! My appointment was set for an afternoon in July. I spent the whole week leading up to it trying to prepare myself. I imagined that the process would be very clinical. It would be like a regular gyno appointment. Cold office, recliner, stirrups. In and out and done.

Still, I braced myself and looked at some porn to get a better idea of what to expect. I nearly threw up at the acts I saw on the screen! I was really glad that I was going to have a professional, quick, easy experience with sex. I could get it over with and never have to think about it again!

Finally, it was the day of my appointment. I wore a modest skirt and a t-shirt, not wanting to seem like a slut or anything. I walked into the doctor’s office, surprised at how nice it was. It seemed more like a therapist’s office or something. The waiting room was all rich wood and leather. The receptionist gave me some forms to sign and instructed me to wait for the doctor to be ready for me. Nervous, I tucked my skirt underneath me and clasped my hands in my lap.

When I left that office, I’d be pregnant with Dr. Price’s baby!

A strange sound – or sounds – filtered through an air vent above my head. The longer I sat there, the more I could recognize the sounds for what they were. My cheeks burned and I wiggled in my seat, my stomach plunging at the feminine moans. They were definitely sex noises!

“Yes, yes! Doctor, put a baby in me!” I could hear distinctly as the female voice reached a high, frantic pitch. The receptionist seemed totally oblivious, but I couldn’t ignore it.

“Take it, take it,” a male voice said. That had to be Dr. Price. Wow! It sure didn’t sound professional. I fidgeted, taking deep breaths to calm myself down as the sounds gradually faded. The room was plunged into silence again, and I relaxed. Just because Dr. Price was like that with some of his patients, didn’t mean he’d be like that with me!

Finally, a door opened in the back of the office. Out strode a middle-aged woman, very pretty with large breasts. She had a dreamy look on her face, and was walking like she had weak ankles. She smiled lazily at me as she crossed the room to exit.

“Enjoy, honey,” she said with a wink. I blushed harder than ever, diverting my attention to my lap. I wasn’t going to “enjoy” anything!

“Next!”

The male voice that I’d heard from the air vent cut through the room. I immediately shot to my feet, my heart pounding. A man stood in the doorway the lady had just exited.

Dr. Price.

He was old…older than the picture I saw on the internet. He had salt-and-pepper hair, spectacles and a jaw lined with wrinkles. He looked really mad and impatient. I was hesitant to approach, his glare blindingly disdainful.

“Come on,” he snapped. “I don’t have all day.”

This was happening. Really happening! I took a deep breath and walked into his office.

It wasn’t the doctor’s room I expected. Just like the waiting room, it was darkly but lushly furnished. A long leather couch took up one wall, the other walls covered in diplomas, photos, and bookshelves. He had a desk in one corner, neat. The carpet was thick and fuzzy.

“Sit,” Dr. Price’s voice barked as the door slammed shut behind me. I rushed to do as he said. I wanted to make sure he didn’t change his mind about me. Dr. Price snarled, looking at me while walking to his desk. He picked up a folder and glanced at its contents.

“Huh,” he said. “Lindsay, eh? A little young, aren’t you?”

“I’m 18,” I said.

“Whatever, as long as you’re legal,” Dr. Price said, flipping the folder closed and dropping it on the desk. He turned to me, rubbing his jaw. “You understand what’s going to happen here, right? I’m going to fuck you, and you’re going to get pregnant. I will have nothing to do with the resulting child, and you will provide for them, entirely.”

I didn’t expect a doctor to use a term like “fuck”!

He seemed more like a dirty old man than a professional, but the diplomas on his wall told me that he was, undeniably, a doctor.

“Yes,” I whispered, looking at my lap again, picking at my nails. “I understand, doctor.”

“Alright,” Dr. Price said. “Let’s get this show on the road.”

He crossed the room and stood in front of the couch. I wasn’t sure what the first step in his process would be, but I hardly expected him to do what he did! With his crotch in my face, he unbuttoned his jeans and unleashed his cock. It was soft, I knew that much, but it looked way too big for a flaccid cock. I gasped. I knew what the procedure entailed, but to have it just…happen…was almost too much. Dr. Price grabbed himself, a frown on his face.

“Hmm…I think those first two appointments took more out of me than I thought. You’ll have to do something to get me hard again.”

My jaw worked silently. I couldn’t meet his eyes – I couldn’t look anywhere except for his cock, which barely twitched as he stroked it in long, slow movements. Thick black pubes curled around the base, and his balls hung heavy underneath. I’d never seen a cock in real life, and it was fascinating.

“Lindsay! Are you listening to me? I need your cooperation here.”

I heard him, definitely, but listening? No, I wasn’t really listening. Too fascinated…

“Ah!” I squealed as Dr. Price grabbed a handful of my hair, pushing my head back so that I had to look up at his frustrated face.

“There we go,” he growled. “Now, little girl, what do you propose we do to get me hard so I can go through with the procedure?”

“Uh…uhm…I don’t….we could kiss?” I offered, not sure what else there was to do. I’d seen kissing in movies, plenty of times, and it seemed to get people really excited. Dr. Price let out a sharp, barking laugh as he released me.

“Cute,” he said, sighing as he sat beside me. He was still stroking his limp cock, studying me. I blushed, now making sure not to drop his gaze, lest he get angry with me once more. “Alright. Let’s give it a try.”

“Oh…okay,” I said, my heart rate doubling. I’d never kissed anyone. Why had I even suggested that?! What was I supposed to do with my tongue? Or my hands, for that matter? I licked my lips. “Um…”

“Jesus,” Dr. Price rolled his eyes. “I should charge double for girls like you. Come here.”

Suddenly, he grabbed my chin and pulled me close. His lips landed hard on mine, and my whole body lit up like a firework. I was kissing a man! For the first time! His tongue pressed against my lips. I panicked, froze. My eyes fluttered open, and I saw his staring back at me, angry. His tongue pushed harder, and I parted my lips, shutting my eyes tight as his tongue slithered into my mouth. He tasted like sweet coffee, his hand moving to the back of my neck, holding me in place as he kissed me harder.

“Kiss me back,” he demanded, pulling away just long enough to speak. Then he was on me again, his tongue slipping down my throat. Unsure of what to do, I tried to mimic his movements. My tongue on his, exploring his mouth, his taste. My body was responding, warming up.

My nipples got hard, and I felt like wiggling in my seat. He grabbed my hair again, growling as he snapped my head back on my neck. His mouth moved wetly from my lips to my chin and then down my neck. With one hand in my hair and the other on his cock, the doctor sucked and bit my skin until I was moaning in pain and pleasure.

“Not working,” he finally said, releasing me with a sudden shove. Surprised, I fell back against the sofa. The doctor looked grumpier than ever, his eyes on my chest. “Strip. Get up and strip for me.”

“Wha…what?” I stuttered, my body still rigid and confused by the kiss.

“Stand up and take off your clothes,” Dr. Price rolled his eyes. “Make it quick. I don’t have all day.”

Swallowing hard, I could feel my cheeks burning. I thought this would be a lot more sterile and professional. I didn’t think I’d have to put on a striptease! But I knew that I had to do whatever I could to please the doctor, so I got to my feet. I turned around, my back to him, and pulled my shirt up over my head.

“Are you kidding me? Turn around,” his voice called. I bit my lip, closing my eyes tight. I could do this! I turned, standing in front of him in my bra and skirt. The skirt went easily enough, falling into a puddle around my feet. Dr. Price looked bored. My nipples were still really hard, and I was embarrassed to show him, but he didn’t tell me to stop.

Taking a deep breath, I reached behind me and unclasped my bra. It fell open, and the sensation of my D-cup breasts spilling free was almost a relief. My hard nipples were on display, but Dr. Price didn’t even seem to care. Nervous, I shuffled in place.

“Ugh,” he said. “The panties?”

“Oh,” I said, looking down. The last bit of my modesty hid under those panties. But this was my whole future…I needed to do this. With another deep breath, I rolled my undies down and let them fall to join my skirt. I peeked through my lids at the doctor again, and saw that his dick still wasn’t hard. He beckoned me forward.

“I’m going to need to try these,” he growled as I approached. Try what? I had no idea what he was talking about…until I felt his hands cover my breasts! He cupped them from below, sitting straight up on the couch so that he was basically face-level with them. I gasped again as hot pleasure shot through me. I moaned, his thumbs grazing my nipples. My legs shook while he played with me, using my body idly, still looking bored even as he pinched and squeezed my flesh. Meanwhile, I was anything but bored. I was panting, dampness spreading between my legs.

“Closer,” Dr. Price sighed. “Straddle me.”

But his dick still wasn’t hard? Was I supposed to somehow get it in me?

“Just do it,” he growled, seeing me hesitate. His tone frightened me, and I nearly leapt into his lap, groaning as his soft cock slid between my now-spread pussy lips. It grazed the tender button above my slit, which immediately swelled. And it got even worse when Dr. Price leaned in and sucked my nipple between his lips. I cried out, my voice sharp and surprised.

The feeling was so warm and wet, as he moved to my other breast, devouring my flesh. He ground upwards against me, his cock not even twitching despite my growing wetness. He growled, frustrated, and reached between us with one hand, stroking himself against me. My heart thundered, and suddenly I wanted him inside me. I wanted it more than anything I’d ever wanted. I wanted this old man to take my virginity, to let me ride his cock.

“Shit,” Dr. Price said, suddenly shoving me off. He looked utterly disgusted. “Alright. Last resort. Get on your knees and suck.”

“Doctor?” I asked, shamed by his brashness, and embarrassed by the fact that I had no idea what he meant. I slunk to my knees, at least able to do that part.

“What?” he asked, annoyed. “Don’t you know anything?”

I shook my head, looking down at my lap.

“Fine,” he said, rolling his eyes. “Come here. Kneel between my legs.”

I scooted forward as he spread his legs. I was really close to his cock now, could study it, all veiny and thick. Dr. Price reached down and grabbed my ponytail.

“Open up,” he said. “Wide.”

I did as he said, stretching my lips as far as I could. The next thing I knew, Dr. Price was shoving the head of his cock between my lips, using my ponytail like a lever, pushing me down into his lap. I groaned, gagging, as he thrust his hips upward. I was so surprised, I wanted to bite down, but I forced myself to keep my lips open.

“Alright,” Dr. Price sighed. “That’s more like it.”

I could feel his cock against my tongue, starting to throb and swell. My eyes went wide as he grew and grew! The tip of his cock hit the back of my throat and I gagged again, my eyes starting to water as I struggled to get enough air. His fist around my ponytail was tight, making it impossible for me to move. He started pulling and tugging, then pushing me back down, his cock sliding back and forth in my mouth.

Each time he slid in, he went a little farther. My tongue lapped at his shaft, feeling a vein underneath it that throbbed. Slowly, as I got used to the feeling, I started to really like it. I had my hands on his thighs, clutching it for support while he thrust his cock into my throat. When I felt the head finally hit the back of my throat, unable to go any further, his fist tightened. His hips jerked wildly, his breath heavy.

“Fuck…yeah…slut…” he breathed. I let him fuck my mouth like that, taking every inch into my throat. Anything for the doctor! Finally, he pushed my head away, with a force that sent me sprawling. I gasped, desperate for air. I was on my back, on the floor, my legs spread, a strange wetness between them. Dr. Price rose above me, then lowered down onto his knees, eyes studying me.

“Let’s see now,” he said, stroking his cock to keep himself hard. “How wet you are…”

I screamed at the sudden pain of his fingers entering me. He barely gave me any warning, just pierced right into my pussy!

“Jesus, not nearly wet enough,” he grunted. “Fine. I guess I’ll have to make you cum first. Lie still. Don’t fucking move.”

I didn’t even dare breathe. My nipples were hard, pointing up at the ceiling, which was where I decided to focus. I’d never been so embarrassed, spread open before this mature man whose cock had just been in my mouth. I was giving him every single first, and he didn’t even care about me. He seemed to hate me!

But my body didn’t know that, apparently, because as he ran his hands up my legs I shuddered. He grabbed my tits again, kneading them hard while bending down between my legs. I had no idea what he was doing, but I figured it was all a part of the procedure. I gasped as he blew a long, slow breathe between my legs, making my hard clit jump.

“At least you’re fresh,” he said. “Not all used up. Nice little virgin…”

Dr. Price’s words sent little puffs of air between my legs, and each puff made me jerk in need.

“D…do…doctor?!”

He was kissing me! On my pussy! Dr. Price’s tongue covered my clit, suckling it while his finger slid against my entrance once more. My body went stiff at once, the sensation overwhelming. It was so much of what I wanted, needed.

“Oh, god, Dr. Price!” I cried out, hips jerking upward. His finger pulsed and probed my folds while his tongue danced around my clit. I wanted his finger to go deeper, and my hips swiveled and thrust up. I groaned in dismay when he withdrew the finger, then again in pleasure when he thrust two fingers in me at once. Pain smarted at the edges of my awareness as he pushed against my virgin boundaries.

My cheeks were on fire, my stomach tight with tension, my muscles almost aching. His tongue flicked over my clit while his fingers probed and stroked my cunt. I reached down and found his head, pulling him close, needing to cum.

“P-please..please, sir...please, oh, fuck,” I murmured, eyes closed as the sensation peaked. He growled, thrust hard against my pussy, and gently grazed my clit with his teeth. That was it. I came. I flooded his mouth with my juices, my first orgasm rocking my body into wild pleasure. Everything seemed to clench and release, over and over, as waves of pleasure buffeted me. Dr. Price kept his tongue flat and hard against my clit until the sensation began to slip away, my body going limp, my breath hard and uneven.

“All right,” Dr. Price said. “That should do it. You’re going to want to cum again when I fuck you. It’s good for conception, relaxes you.”

“O…okay, doctor, okay, but can we…please…a minute…”

“Can’t,” Dr. Price said. “Don’t want to lose my erection.”

“But…!” I exclaimed, looking up in a daze. Dr. Price grabbed my thighs, pushing them up against my stomach. His cock slid up and down my dripping sex, teasing my puffy lips.

“This is gonna hurt,” Dr. Price mumbled, distracted. He didn’t look me in the eye as his cock slid into me. He moved fast, forcing his dick inch by inch, until I was screaming with pain as he tore me open and split me in two. Finally, it stopped, and he stopped moving. His cock was lodged deep inside me, my pussy stretching to make room for him. I groaned at the new and strange sensation. Dr. Price had taken my virginity, and he wasn’t going slow.

Already, he was moving inside me, thrusting his cock with heavy breaths to punctuate the movements. I relaxed into the floor, the strokes sending thrills up my spine, making my tummy clench. His movements made my tits bounce. And then my hips started bouncing too, moving on their own, meeting his thrusts so he could drive deeper and deeper inside me.

“Oh,” I squeaked. “It feels…good!”

Dr. Price went faster, his balls smacking against my ass as he plunged into my slit.

“Sure it does,” he said. “I’m a professional. Heaven knows, half the women I see wind up coming back, begging for more.”

His words meant nothing to me, all I could focus on was the building pressure inside me. I could feel everything tensing again as my body prepared for its release. Dr. Price grimaced and slammed into me, harder than ever; I felt him against my deepest center and cried out, cumming like crazy around his dick. My pussy clenched and squeezed him tight as he held himself inside me, riding through my bucking spasms. Only when I was going limp did he move again, and this time he had another surprise for me.

“Get the fuck up,” he growled, pulling out of me and grabbing me around the waist. “This isn’t working for me.”

Before I really understood what was happening, he had me on my hands and knees, face pushed into the carpet. He grabbed my hips and plunged into me again, from behind, pulsing even deeper into my virgin slit.

“Doctor, please” I moaned, his thrusts so strong that my whole body bounced and rocked with them. I could hear his balls slapping against my pussy, his fingers pressing hard into my flesh.

“That’s right,” he growled again. “I’m gonna pump every drop of my jizz into you, little girl.”

He reached forward, grabbing my tits from below and squeezing hard. I groaned, giving in to him again. My body gushed, my pussy milking his shaft: I felt him spasm behind me, then the sweet sensation of his cum pouring into my womb, filling me with his seed, warm and thick. Each spurt massaged my clenching slit, while my own spasms squeezed him dry.

The doctor heaved a sigh as the last burst of cum made his cock twitch inside me. His weight against me was heavy, but he didn’t pull out until he was limp. And then he pulled out quickly, rising to his feet and putting his cock away.

“Well, that’s that,” he announced. I was still on the ground, panting, my body buzzing with post-orgasmic energy. So. I finally “got it”. I understood what everyone was so crazy about when it came to sex. I groaned, reaching between my legs, feeling the doctor’s miraculously potent cum in my pussy.

“You’ll come back in two weeks,” Dr. Price said, crossing the room to his desk, leaving me behind. When he noticed that I was still naked and prone on his floor, he arched an eyebrow. “You have to get up now. And leave. You can schedule the appointment with the receptionist. It’s just a formality, to make sure the procedure worked.”

“Uhm,” I mumbled, not sure I could move. Dr. Price sighed, rolling his eyes.

“Virgins,” he said, shaking his head in annoyance. “Get. Up.”

I stumbled to my feet, and busied myself with gathering my clothes together. Dr. Price sat at his desk and scribbled away at some kind of notepad while I dressed. He didn’t look up as I approached.

“Doctor? What do I do now?” I asked.

“What do you mean?” He grunted.

“Well…that was my first time, and…I didn’t know it could feel that way…” I was so confused. My whole life had just flipped on its head. Imagine, the same day I got pregnant, I discovered that I loved sex! How could those two things happen at the same time?!

“Not my problem,” he said. “Get yourself a vibrator. Fuck strangers you meet online. Some men have a pregnancy fetish. Nice little teenager like you, you won’t have any issues getting what you need.”

“Okay,” I said, feeling disappointed even though I didn’t really know what I wanted. Dr. Price sighed and finally looked up at me, his expression almost pitying.

“If you really feel attached to me, I do provide home visits,” he said, weary. “Speak to my receptionist about the cost. It’s quite high, but I suspect you’ll find some way to pay.”

“Thank you, doctor!” I squealed. “Thank you so much!”

I left his office walking on air. I scheduled some appointments with the receptionist and then stepped out into the day. Everything look different, better, brighter. I had a baby growing inside me, and I had discovered that being a slut could be fun.

“Hey, baby,” a strange man catcalled me from a car. “Nice ass.”

Usually, that would make me run away with my tail between my legs. But I felt pretty bold, and he was okay looking. It was time to come out of my shell! I approached the car and he opened the passenger side door. He looked surprised as I slid into the empty seat.

“Seriously? What is this gonna cost me?” He asked.

“Cost you?” I asked.

“Aren’t you a…”

“Oh, no,” I smiled. “I’m not a prostitute.”

I reached over, between his legs, and found what I was looking for.

“I’m just a slut.”

The Town Pump

I’d known Hilary since she was in diapers. Her father, Joe, is a good friend of mine from high school – we’d been through a whole lot together. He used to party harder than anyone I knew. It came as a shock to everyone when he settled down at 22, the first of our friend group to do so. Hilary came not long after.

Hilary was…difficult. Alright, I’ll say it: she was a brat. Always had been. Joe spoiled her rotten after the divorce. She lived with him most of the year, only seeing her mother for holidays. He gave Hilary everything she wanted: horseback riding lessons, a huge playhouse  in the backyard, all the clothes she could dream of wearing and every new toy that came out.

As you can imagine, being given everything she ever wanted as soon as she said she wanted it didn’t have the best effect on her developing mind. By the time she was a teenager, Hilary was a nightmare to have at barbeques or block parties. Always complaining about one thing or another: it was too hot, too cold, too boring, too loud. Everyone was too stupid. Nothing was ever good enough for her.

When Hilary was 18, she finally went a little too far in her demands. It was the summer before she’d go off to college, and she wanted to go to Las Vegas for one last big blowout with her friends. Joe put his foot down…kind of. He told her she’d have to earn the money to pay for it herself. I don’t want to imagine the scene she made when he told her that.

I really think Joe expected her to just give up when he refused to budge. Joe couldn’t have been very keen on the idea of his precious little girl running around Vegas unsupervised. Surely Hilary would rather miss out on a trip than – God forbid – work a day in her life?

Well, she surprised him – and everyone else in town. She did get a job. At the gas station, of all places. Hilary Rhymes was pumping gas for minimum wage, plus tips. And she got plenty of tips – she made sure of that, wearing the shortest shorts she could get away with, and tight tops that bared her midriff and her cleavage at the same time.

No one could say that the spoiled brat wasn’t a looker. She was an all-American kind of beauty, with long blonde hair and blue eyes. She had perfect, bouncy tits and a tight little ass. When truckers stopped at the gas station to refuel, she must have made a killing bouncing around in her barely-there outfits. And the way she’d lean over the hood to wipe down the windshield…whew. 

I knew it drove Joe crazy to see her flaunting her body on the street. She was practically a stripper, the way she leaned over and wiggled her ass whenever she had a chance. As for me…well, I’m just a man. I couldn’t help but enjoy it. Even though she was rude as hell to me every time I pulled up to the pump. She knew I was no good for tips, so she usually just flipped her hair over her shoulder and crossed her arms over her ample bosom, responding to my friendly questions with one-word answers.

You’d think such a trusted family friend would get the star treatment, but nope. I was dirt on the bottom of the brat’s shoe.

One day in July, I pulled up to the station and found it was deserted. Not another car in sight. Not unusual, considering that our town is kind of sleepy. But I waited longer than usual for someone to come out of the station and take care of me. A minute passed, then another. I honked, lightly, not wanting to be rude but wanting to get on with my day. No response. Curious, I got out and walked towards the station. I quickly found that the door was locked. But it was the middle of day – there was no reason for the station to be closed. I peered through the glass door towards the counter.

What I saw was enough to make my mouth go dry.

Little Hilary was sitting behind the counter staring at the television that the owner kept there for slow days. I could see her perfectly. She had her chair tipped up, her legs spread wide, feet on the counter. Her tiny little shirt was pulled down, one breast exposed – sort of, anyway. She was clutching it, pinching her nipple. Her other hand was buried between her legs. Hilary was masturbating! Whatever was on the television must have been pretty captivating, because she didn’t notice me staring. Or getting my phone out to record her.

At first, I just thought I’d use the footage later, for my own personal pleasure. But as I recorded her, I started to think there was something else I could do with the video. I smiled as sinister thoughts filled my head. Inside, Hilary threw her head back and her whole body shook as she came. It was beautiful, watching her climax, especially since she had no idea I was watching – and recording the whole thing. I waited until the last shudder, when she finally pulled her fingers from between her legs, before shutting off my camera. I kept my phone ready and banged on the door.

The look on her face was priceless. I could almost read her mind: she was wondering how much I’d seen, and what I was going to do about it. She quickly adjusted herself so that all her clothes were back in place, then hurried to the door, her cheeks bright red.

“Steve!” She said, voice breathy and rushed. “Uh…hi. Let me just…”

“Hold on,” I said, enjoying her flustered state and the distinct smell of sex that was radiating off her. “Not so fast, Hilary.”

Her face fell, her hopes dashed. She knew I’d seen everything. She bit her lip, glancing down.

“Steve…I…I…”

“First of all, don’t call me Steve,” I said. “I’m not your friend, Hilary. I’m your father’s friend. You should call me Mr. Miller, or Sir.”

She blinked up at me, confusion in her eyes.

“Second of all…I saw what you were doing in there,” I said, and waved my phone in her face. “And I got it all recorded.”

“No!” Hilary gasped, reaching desperately for my phone. I pulled it away, laughing. Her face went from flustered to enraged. “How dare you?! You have no right! You give me that!”

“Right? Are we talking about rights? Did your boss give you the right to close up shop in the middle of the day so you can touch yourself?”

Hilary’s blush went pure crimson. Her lips parted. She had her hands in fists, and I watched her clenching them rhythmically as rage flowed through her.

“You’re a dirty old creep!” Hilary shouted. “I’m gonna…I’m gonna…”

“You’re not gonna do anything,” I said, stepping forward so that she saw how I towered over her, how much power I had over her. “Because if you do, I’m going to show this video to everyone. Your boss, your daddy, your friends…everyone.”

“You wouldn’t!” Hilary accused.

“I would,” I said. “But I won’t…as long as you’re a good girl, and do what I say.”

For a long moment, Hilary just stood there, seething up at me. Her blue eyes were stormy with rage. She clearly wanted to hit me or something, but I held all the cards, and she knew it. Finally, her shoulders slumped.

“What do you want?” Hilary said, voice flat. “Money? I don’t make much, but…”

I laughed, which only made her angry again. She pouted, crossing her arms over her chest.

“I’m a grown man,” I said. “I don’t need your money.”

“Then what do you want?” Hilary stamped her foot, which made her ponytail bounce. Her blonde hair glinted in the strong summer sun.

“Come by my house tonight at seven,” I told her. “And we’ll discuss it then.”

She opened her mouth to protest, but at that moment another car pulled up to the pumps. Her eyes widened and she snapped her mouth shut. Her nostrils flared when she glared up at me.

“Fine,” she grit out. “I’ll be there.”

“You better be,” I said. “And you better smile at me while you pump my gas today. None of that bitch routine you usually pull. Come on. Chop, chop. I don’t have all day.”

I snapped my fingers in her face, making her gasp as anger flashed across her face again. But her voice caught in her throat before she could yell at me. I turned, walking back to my car. Looking back over my shoulder, I saw her standing in the same spot, shell-shocked. The other car honked, jolting her into action, and she trotted behind me. I slid behind the wheel, waiting patiently for Hilary to fill my car.

When I opened the window to give her a twenty, she went to snatch it from  my hand. I pulled back, out of her reach.

“What did I say?” I growled. “Smile.”

Hilary’s face stayed the same for a second – pure rage – before she finally forced her lips to curve upward in the most sardonic, fake smile I’d ever seen.

“Thank you, sir,” Hilary spat. I chuckled, rolling the window back up.

By the time I was done with her, she’d be saying that with a lot less attitude – and a lot more respect. I watched her tiny figure get tinier as I pulled away, thinking of those short shorts she wore and how they’d look around her ankles. I was going to find out soon enough!
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That night, as I waited for Hilary to arrive, I thought of all the ways I was going to teach her a little discipline. Her father had failed, so I was going to step in. She couldn’t very well go out into the world behaving the way she did. It would eat her alive.

Really, I was doing the brat a favor.

The one thing I did to prepare for her arrival was take one of my little blue pills. Even at my age, I never had any trouble getting it up – but I planned on doing more than “getting it up”. I planned on getting up again, and again, and again. As many times as her young, 18-year-old body could take. And then some, if she was particularly naughty.

Hilary was late, which was no surprise. My doorbell rang at 7:17. Already pissed, I opened it to find her standing in her trademark too-small t-shirt and booty shorts. She was snapping on a piece of gum and looking very annoyed.

“I’m here,” she announced.

“I can see that,” I said. “You’re late.”

“Whatever,” she said, pushing past me into the living room. Really not the ideal attitude for someone whose life I held in the palm of my hand. All I had to do was send that video to a few people in my contact list and it would all be over for her.

“You need an attitude adjustment,” I said, sitting down on the couch. She stayed standing in front of me.

“If you say so, old man,” she said, looking around the room. “So…what do I have to do to keep you from sending that video around?”

“What do you think I want you to do?”

Hilary huffed, crossing her arms over her ample chest.

“I’m guessing something gross and pervy,” she said. “A handy, or something.”

I chuckled.

“Well, I suppose I have to give you some credit – you’re not entirely off base. But a handjob seems a bit cheap considering the price of this video.”

Hilary paled slightly, glancing away, some of the wind taken from her sails. When she didn’t come up with any snarky responses, I decided to come out with it.

“For the remainder of the night, until midnight, you will be my slave. You will do what I say, exactly when and how I say it. You will accept me as your Master.”

“You’re crazy,” Hilary’s chin jutted out, her eyes incredulous.

“It’s one night, my dear,” I said. “Versus a lifetime of shame when I show this video around.”

Her mouth opened then closed. I could almost see her mind racing with all the things she wanted to say. But I held all the cards.

“Go ahead and walk away,” I shrugged. “At any time that you want to leave, just go ahead. I won’t stop you. This is entirely your decision, Hilary.”

I wouldn’t ever want to take a woman without her consent. Maybe I was putting Hilary in a tough spot, but I was true to my word. She could leave anytime she liked.

“Fine,” she finally whimpered. “I’ll do it.”

“Very good,” I said, leaning back. “Then we’ll start now. Go ahead and remove your clothes, Hilary.”

“M-my clothes?” Hilary muttered, suddenly tugging at her t-shirt. She looked surprised, and I rolled my eyes. Really, of all the things to be surprised about…

“Now,” I said, snapping my fingers. “Quickly.”

That got her moving. Hilary’s eyes fell to the floor, her lips pouting and her cheeks red, as she slowly pulled her t-shirt up over her head. She moved so slowly, she was giving me a striptease without even knowing it. Inch by inch, her beautiful, tight young body was revealed to me. Her cute little bellybutton, her impossibly curved waist…and her unreal, gravity-defying tits.

Unfortunately, she was wearing a bra. It was a cute one – with little cherries all over it. And her breasts were bubbling over the top, the pale flesh quivering as she shook in shame over having to strip in front of her dad’s dirty old friend.

She unbuttoned her shorts next, letting them drop to the floor. Her panties matched her bra, with little bows at her perfect hips. Her thighs were toned and tanned, strong. Hilary sighed, standing in front of me in only her lingerie. She batted her lashes, finally meeting my eye.

“Well?” Hilary squeaked.

“Well, what? Take everything off, Hilary. Everything.”

She swallowed audibly, her eyes scanning the ceiling now. Reaching behind her, she unclasped her bra. Her breasts bounced free. Her nipples were light brown, and already hard from the air conditioning blasting in the room. I could make out goosebumps all over her body, and wanted very badly to run my tongue along her flesh. But I could be patient. I had an eyeful of teenage tits to enjoy. And Hilary had her fingers in her panties now. A second later, they joined her shorts on the floor and my family friend was standing naked in front of me.

I fought the urge to whistle.

She was shaved, which didn’t surprise me for a girl of her age. I actually prefer some hair, but it was all the rage to go fully bare. She probably read that in a Cosmo or something. Her perfect body was on display before me. She was 5’8 and weighed around 110 pounds, her body the definition of an hourglass figure.

“Turn around,” I commanded, my voice husky and gruff. Hilary rolled her eyes but obeyed, spinning on her heel. I admired her pale, perky, bubbly ass. My fingers itched to squeeze it, but I had lots I wanted to do before that.

“Turn back,” I said, and Hilary obeyed again. She looked pissed when she turned. She crossed her arms across her chest.

“So? Is this it? Did you get your pervy fill? Can I go now?” Hilary spat.

She was asking to be punished. Begging for it. I smirked at the anger in her eyes.

“Hardly,” I said. “And if you keep up this entitled brat act, I’ll have to punish you.”

“Punish me?!” Hilary gawked. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

“I don’t think you want to find out,” I said, hoping she might actually take me up on the challenge. I figured there would be time enough to show her some discipline, but I’d be more than happy to skip to that part of my schedule if she was determined to be a brat. However, Hilary seemed to get how serious I was. She dropped her hands to her sides and sighed.

“Okay,” she mumbled.

“Okay…what?” I asked.

“Okay…Mr. Miller,” Hilary grit out. I grinned at her pained expression. At least she was trying – I had to give her that.

“Very good,” I said. “For that, I’ll give you a reward instead of a punishment. Come here, Hilary.”

She hesitated before walking towards me. I licked my lips as she approached. Her breasts swayed with each step. I patted the sofa beside me, and after another moment of hesitation she sat down. She folded her hands in her lap and looked down at them.

“Look at me,” I instructed. She turned her face towards mine. Grabbing her chin, I pulled her close and closed my lips around hers. She went stiff as I tasted her sweet cherry lip gloss. Pushing my tongue against her mouth, I willed her to open up and let me in – and she did. Hilary surrendered to me, parting her lips so I could claim her mouth.

She tasted so sweet and fresh. Her mouth was warm and wet, and my cock twitched to life as I thought about burying it in her throat. I twined my fingers into her hair, yanking until her head was forced back on her neck. Hungry, I started to kiss down her neck, nibbling her ear along the way. She lay back, docile, letting me kiss her. When I reached for her breast, she gasped.

“Oh, naughty,” I murmured against her flesh. “You like it, don’t you?”

She whimpered as I pinched her nipple, the same way I’d watched her do to herself in the gas station. Her body trembled under my rough hands. Her young flesh yielded to me. I made my way up her neck to her ear.

“Tell me,” I ordered. “I can tell you like it, you dirty whore. So just say it.”

Her breathing was labored, almost to the point of panting. When I looked at her face, her eyes were lidded, her cheeks red.

“N-no,” she muttered. “You’re old and gross!”

“Tsk, tsk,” I chided, pulling away. “That’s rude, Hilary. I told you what would happen if you kept up that attitude, didn’t I?”

Hilary looked away. I could tell she was embarrassed by the clear arousal in her body.

“You can leave right now,” I reminded her. “There’s no one keeping you here. Go on home if you want.”

“No,” Hilary whimpered. “I…I’ll stay.”

“Then you’ll have to face the consequences of your actions,” I said. “You’ve been a brat your whole life, Hilary. I don’t think your father ever once disciplined you. So I’m going to do it now, for him. It’s for your own good.”

“Sir, what are you…” Hilary’s voice cut off into a cry as I grabbed her slender waist and pulled her over my lap. She squeaked as I put one hand on her upper back, holding her down firmly. Her belly was warm on my thighs, my hard cock pressing up against her flesh. Her ripe buttocks begged for my attention.

“I’m going to spank you, Hilary,” I told her. “That’s what happens to bad little brats.”

I pulled back my hand and slapped her ass. She squealed, squirming in my lap. I slapped her again, and she looked up at me with the strangest look in her eyes.

“Mr. Miller,” she whined as I spanked her again. Already, her flesh was getting adorably red. Her thighs parted, and I swore I could see a glimmer of arousal between them. I rubbed the red marks my palm had left before pulling my hand back again. “Wait!”

I indulged her, wanting to know what that strange look was all about.

“Is it supposed to feel…good?” Hilary whimpered, clearly ashamed but licking her lips in excitement. My spirit billowed.

“No,” I growled, biting back my grin. “It’s supposed to hurt.”

To prove my point, I spanked her again, harder than before. And then again, even harder. She made cute little cries of pain each time my hand hit her flesh, and I watched as her thighs slipped ever-farther apart. She was squirming in a way that made it clear she wanted more, pushing her ass back into my hand each time I spanked her.

“Please,” Hilary moaned, and I don’t think she even knew what she was begging for. Her cheeks were bright red, her eyes dazed. I waited before striking her again, watching her bare pussy drip with arousal. I couldn’t help myself – I needed to feel that tight little snatch. Slipping my hand between her legs, I thrust two fingers into her pussy while my thumb rubbed her clit.

“Oh, GOD!” Hilary cried out, thrusting back against my fingers. I held her down firmly, but she managed to thrust her hips up and down, fucking herself on my hand while I rubbed her clit. “Sir! I’m gonna cum!!”

“Do it, you filthy little whore,” I ordered. Her tight little body shuddered, her pussy clenching down on my fingers, a thin trickle of juice running down my wrist as she came. Hilary ground her body down on my lap for maximum contact as she climaxed, and was left dripping and panting as I pulled my fingers free.

“Mr. Miller,” she murmured. “I never…like that…”

“Yes, well,” I coughed, wanting to hide my mirth. “You’ll have to pay double for enjoying your punishment like that. On your knees, little Hilary.”

She slowly obeyed me, keeping her eyes away from mine, nearly weeping in shame. She knelt between my legs, hands folded in her lap again, her nipples hardened to points. I sighed in relief as I unzipped my pants, unleashing my nine-inch cock. It was so hard that it hurt.

“I assume you’ve given plenty of blowjobs before,” I said. “Based on what a little tease you are. You know you act like a whore, right?”

“Yes, sir,” she mumbled, reaching for my cock.

“Do you like the attention? Do you like making men want you?”

“So what if I do?” Hilary shot back, quickly regaining some of that fire I always saw in her.

“So,” I grabbed her by the ponytail, making her squeal. “It embarrasses your father. And it makes you a worthless little tease. Now, show me what a good little cocksucker you are. Go on. Take me in your mouth, Hilary.”

She glared at me. But she didn’t say anything else, just grabbed the base of my cock. She stared at it for a moment, taking in its width and length. Then she closed her eyes and started to lick. Whatever else I could say about Hilary, she proved to be one hell of a cocksucker. I leaned back, savoring her long, slow laps as her tongue covered my flesh. She flicked the head each time she drew her tongue up my shaft.

“Open your eyes,” I demanded. Hilary did, her blue eyes blinking open at the same moment she finally closed her lips over the tip of my cock. I groaned as she made her way down, never breaking eye contact even as she filled her throat with my shaft. She kept going until I felt the back of her throat, and her nose pressed into my pubes. She pulled back, breathing through her nose, only to bob back down and take me all the way again. She started a maddening rhythm, swallowing me whole each time.

I still had my hand on her ponytail, and I grasped it tight. I waited until she was deepthroating my cock again, then thrust my hips forward and held tight to keep her head in place. I wanted to rape her bratty little mouth.

Her eyes began to water as I cut off her oxygen. It only made it hotter for me to ram my thick cock into her throat over and over, until I could feel my balls churning. The base of my spine tingled, and I relaxed into the couch before letting go. To my delight, Hilary swallowed the first few bursts of cum that hit her throat. More and more of it filled her mouth, until her cheeks were full and it leaked from her lips. I emptied my balls into her belly, watching her swallow desperately as I gave her more and more of my hot jizz.

When I finally released her, Hilary gasped for air. Her tongue collected the few drops of cum that had leaked from her mouth. I watched her eyes roll back as she swallowed it, savoring the taste.

“You are a good little cocksucker,” I praised her. “I bet you’re an even better fucktoy.”

“What?” Hilary’s eyes popped open. “But you…but I…”

“Oh, I’m not nearly done with you,” I promised, grabbing my cock and stroking it. It was still wet from her mouth, and in a few moments I had myself thick and throbbing again. Thank god for little blue pills. “I’ve had your mouth. Now I’m going to take your pussy.”

“Wait!” Hilary squealed. “I’m not…I’m a virgin!”

That made me pause. Really? I barely believed it. There was no way such a hot little tease was a virgin.

Then again…something about the way she looked at me made it impossible for me not to trust her.

“Is that so?” I said, continuing to stroke myself as I considered this new development. “Well then…I guess I’ll just have to go slow.”

“Please,” Hilary’s eyes teared up. “I’m scared, Mr. Miller.”

“Hmmm,” I mused. “Well…I suppose there’s something I could do to make you relax…”

She looked up at me, desperate and hopeful.

“Alright,” I sighed. “Because I’m a nice person…I have to go get something. You are to be bent over this couch when I return.”

Hilary was mute, merely obeying me at that point. I wondered if I’d totally broken her. Maybe she’d enjoyed sucking my cock more than she expected. Maybe she just realized that she was going to lose her virginity to her older family friend, and was making peace with that. I didn’t really care, so long as she was docile.

I went to my room and got the vibrator I kept in a drawer for special occasions. I hadn’t had a special occasion in a while. I turned it on, just to make sure it still worked. It worked just fine. Returning to the living room, I was treated to the wonderful vision of my 18-year-old brat bending over the couch. She stood with her ass in the air, her hands on the couch cushions. Her thighs were spread, showing the juices that continued to drip from her pussy. She glanced at me over her shoulder, pouting.

“This should get you very relaxed,” I promised, standing behind her and switching on the tiny, bullet-shaped device. The buzzing sound made Hilary’s eyes widen, but as I slowly drew it up her inner thigh she groaned in pleasure. I teased her flesh for a while, just drawing the vibrator up and down her thighs and outer lips. When she was panting and shaking, I finally drew it up her slit. She cried out as it grazed her stiff clit.

“Yes!” Hilary cried. “Oh, my! Sir, yes!”

I couldn’t help but reach out and squeeze her ass. My hard cock was perfectly aligned with her slit, and it took all my self-control not to just ram into her. Instead, I gently teased her opening, steadily circling her clit with the vibrator. She grunted as her arousal rose. And then I felt it: she pushed her hips back, ever so slightly, forcing my cock to penetrate her.

“I’m going to do it now,” I warned her. “Do you want it, Hilary?”

“Yes!” Hilary moaned. “Yes, please! I’m ready, I’m ready for your cock!”

“Such a little whore,” I chuckled.

“I’m a slut,” she moaned. “Fuck me like a worthless whore, please!”

She really wanted it. And I was more than happy to give it to her. With a groan of satisfaction, I sank into her wet, tight, virgin pussy. Her hymen gave me barely any resistance – probably worn plenty thin from all her masturbating. She screamed anyway as I stretched her slit for the very first time, staking my claim as the first man to ever fuck her. The little girl I’d watched grow up was now impaled on my cock while I held a vibrator to her clit.


“So…so big,” she grunted as I started to fuck her. I wanted to take it slow, but decorum failed me and before I knew it I was ramming into her. At first, I could only fit a few inches inside – then a few more – until finally I had all nine inches buried in her tight hot cunt. 

“I want you to cum for me, Hilary,” I grit out. My balls were already churning with the delicious feeling of this teenage pussy clenching around me. “Like you did at the gas station. Cum like the naughty little slut you are.”

“Sir,” she groaned, throwing her head back. I rubbed her clit with the vibrator, then clicked the control up a notch. The sudden increase drove her wild, and soon I felt her bucking and creaming around my cock. I rammed into her, letting her clenching slit milk my flesh until I was ready to burst. My balls churned, and I thrust forward, burying myself balls-deep into her virgin cunt and letting go.

Rope after rope of thick, hot jizz filled her up. She moaned and writhed in pleasure as I came inside her for the first time. I didn’t care if she was on birth control or not. Hell, I liked the idea of knocking her up. Making her have my baby while her father thought she was just a slut who fucked truckers for money. That thought drove me through the end of my orgasm, until my cum was leaking out around my shaft and I was finally going limp.

I pulled out, noting a bit of blood that colored my cum pink. She wasn’t lying, after all. I knew it. Grinning, I watched her collapse. I checked my watch. It was 8pm.

“You…you came inside,” she mumbled, face pressed into a cushion. “I’m not on anything.”

“We can worry about that tomorrow,” I said, watching her tight teenage body continue to shudder in aftershock. “I still have four hours with you.”

Her bright blue eyes gazed up at me. They were blank at first, vapid. Her lips were parted, and she was practically drooling.

Then, to my surprise and delight, she smiled.

“So…” she said thickly, rolling over on the couch to expose her body to me. “What now?”

I spent the rest of the night fucking her in every hole. By the time midnight came around, she was practically calling me Daddy. And when I finally granted her freedom, I found her unwilling to take it.

“But…what about, you know, the birth control?”

“We can go to the pharmacy tomorrow,” I told her, quite ready to go to bed and sleep off the exhausting evening I’d spent with the teenage nymph.

“And after the pharmacy…maybe we could…um…”

I laughed in her face, making her glow with anger again. I put my hands on her shoulders, squeezing them gently.

“Anytime you want to get fucked or spanked, you just come around,” I told her. “I’ll consider it a favor to your father if it keeps you from riding those truckers, okay?”

“Yes, sir,” she beamed, rising onto her tiptoes to kiss me on the lips before leaving. The last I saw of her that night was her long blonde hair flipping over her shoulders.

But trust me…that wasn’t the last I saw of her. Not by a long, long shot.

Dorm Room Delight

As I waited for my new roommate to arrive, I kept my expectations low. Signing up for the new coed dorms was like entering the lottery. What I wanted was an ultra-hot, live-in fuckbuddy. But I knew the odds were not in my favor. I forced myself to expect the exact opposite: some kind of prudish tattletale with bad hygiene. But I could have gotten a prudish tattletale with bad hygiene if I lived in the all-boy’s dorm. At least in the coed dorm, I might have a chance of seeing some tits once in a while.

It was a lottery, and I would have been doing myself a great disservice not to enter.

It was bullshit that I had to live in a dorm, anyway. I was 21, way too old to be sharing a shoebox with a teenager. But since I’d taken three years off after high school, I was only a freshman. I had to live with the rest of the freshman. School rules. While my fellow of-agers would be sharing apartments off-campus, I’d be toddling around with my shower caddy and making frozen pizza in a communal kitchen.

But I wouldn’t have traded those three years of freedom for anything. I had backpacked through Europe, gone to Mardi Gras, partied at music festivals, and generally had the time of my life. And I’d gotten laid more times than I could count. While the freshman in my dorm were all excited about the newness of college life, I saw it as a way to cool down a little after some hard partying. I wanted to cruise through some classes, hit the bars or frats on the weekend, and find some sweet little thing to call me Sir.

That was kind of my thing, something I’d learned about myself during that three-year hiatus. I wasn’t too hardcore into BDSM, but I liked the idea of being in control of some innocent, devoted chick. And I figured that with my good looks and my age advantage, it couldn’t be too hard to find a lost lamb on campus. Someone a little overwhelmed, who needed a steady guy like me to take care of them, tell them what to do.

I just hoped that my potential pet had cool roommates, or a place of her own, since my prudish tattletale of a roommate probably wouldn’t want to walk in on any hanky-panky. Like I said, I was keeping my expectations very low.

But you know…someone’s gotta win the lottery.

And I knew, from the moment my new roommate walked through the door, that I was holding the lucky ticket.

Sasha crept into the room like she was afraid a tiger might be waiting for her inside. Unlike the other 18-year-old freshman, she was alone. No hovering parents helping her move, or scrutinizing the coed living situation. The coed dorm was all in the name of breaking down gender barriers, or some other liberal shit. I didn’t care why they were doing it, honestly. I was just excited about it.

“Hey,” I said coolly, lying on my bed. The dorm room was your usual college space – tiny, barely furnished, with white walls. There were two beds on opposite sides of the room, two desks and two chairs. That was about it. I’d already moved all my stuff in, and I didn’t have much. A tiny bedside table, a lava lamp, my clothes. Some posters from my travels. Also, a drawer full of fun toys like handcuffs and vibrators. But I was keeping those well-hidden – for now.

“Hi,” Sasha squeaked. She was holding a rolled-up rug under one arm, and a suitcase in the other. She was 5’2, slender, with huge tits and the kind of ass you could bounce a quarter off. Long blonde hair, bright blue eyes, and the cutest little mouth I’d ever seen. A spattering of freckles coated her nose and cheeks, and they brightened as she blushed. She didn’t seem to want to make eye contact.

“Welcome,” I said. “I’m Adam. Your new roommate. I hope you don’t mind, I called dibs on this bed.”

“Oh, no! Of course not! Whatever…you…whatever you want!” Sasha said, rushing across the room. She turned her back to me, putting her suitcase down on the opposite bed. I took the time to admire her ass, which seemed unnaturally huge in proportion to her body. But not too big – there probably wasn’t an inch of cellulite on her. I could have had a boner right then and there, but I took control of myself.

“So, what’s your name?” I said as she busied herself opening her suitcase. “Want me to unroll that rug for you?”

“Oh, uh,” Sasha blinked at me over her shoulder, biting her lip. “It’s Sasha.”

Of course, I’d already known that – just as she must have known my name. We got each others’ information when we got our dorm assignments. I’d tried to look her up on social media, but she didn’t seem to have any internet presence at all.

“Cool,” I said. “Nice to meet you.”

“Yeah…uh…same,” she fairly whispered. I got up, walking to her bed. She had leaned the rolled-up rug against the frame and I took it. Our skin brushed, and Sasha turned to me with wide, clear eyes. She looked like I was holding a damn gun to her head, instead of my arm barely making contact with hers.

“I’ll put this between our beds,” I said, unrolling the bright green, shag rug. It barely fit, but it did make the room seem a little more homey.

“Th-thanks,” Sasha tittered. I noticed her eyes on my body as I leaned down to adjust the rug, and I smiled to myself. “I’m…uh…I’m kind of nervous!”

“I can tell,” I said, returning to my bed. Putting some distance between us seemed to put her at ease. “But you don’t need to be. I’m a good guy, I promise. And I’m 21. So, you know, I’ve been around the block a few times. I’m happy to give you advice or help you out, any way you need it.”

I wondered if she had any idea what I meant by that. Sure, I meant it at face value…but also, I totally meant something else. She didn’t seem to pick up on it…anyway, her blush neither decreased or increased.

“Thanks,” she muttered, then gave a shaky sigh. “I’m just…wow. I wish my parents were here.”

“Why aren’t they?” I asked.

“Well…they don’t really approve of me going to college,” she admitted. “And they definitely don’t approve of me living in the coed dorms. Daddy’s a preacher.”

Oh, shit, Preacher’s daughter. I wondered if that meant…

But I was getting ahead of myself. Time to pump the brakes.

“That must be tough,” I said. “What made you decide to live in the coed dorms?”

Sasha shrugged, finally turning to face me. She sat down on the edge of her bed, her hands underneath her thighs.

“I just thought it was a cool idea,” she said. “And I guess…well, I kind of wanted to piss Daddy off. A little. But now I really regret it. He’s tried to shelter me for so long, I just…I needed to rebel. But now I just want him to be here and hold my hand!”

“Aw, come on now,” I said as her shoulders began to shake. “Don’t cry. Honestly, I totally get how you could be overwhelmed. But it’s gonna be okay. Everyone feels scared the first time they do something new. When I got to my first hostel in Europe, I was pretty nervous. I didn’t know if I’d even be able to communicate with anyone. But it turned into the best experience of my life!”

“You…you went to Europe?” Sasha asked with awe in her voice. Her eyes brightened, and her shoulders stopped shaking. “Wow!”

“Yeah, for a year,” I said. “Backpacked from England to Poland.”

“Oh, my God! That’s so cool! I’ve never been anywhere!”

“Well, you’re here now,” I said with a smile. “It may not be Europe, but it’s a new adventure for you. That counts.”

She smiled, a sweet little smile.

“Thanks,” she said. “That’s…that’s a really nice thing to say!”

“It’s true,” I shrugged, happy to have brought her some relief. “It’s really brave of you to come here all by yourself. Especially since you said you’ve been sheltered. I think you’re doing great.”

“So nice,” she said, her smile widening. “I didn’t expect you to be so nice!”

Uh-oh. Was I in nice guy territory? I didn’t exactly want to be there. But then again, with a girl like this…maybe it was the right place to start.

“Like I said, Sasha, anything you need,” I said. “Just come to me. I’ve got you covered. That’s what roommates are for. And I really hope we can be more than just roommates.”

“Like friends?” Sasha said, sounding so damn hopeful it broke my heart. Poor kid really was sheltered. “I’d really like that!”

“I’d love to be your friend, Sasha,” I grinned. “Now, can I help you unpack or anything?”

“Oh…I don’t have that much,” she said. “But…can you tell me about Europe while I unpack? I really want to hear everything!”

“Well, everything might take a while,” I laughed. “But I can start with England.”

I started to talk about London, all my crazy adventures there. Of course, I left out the craziest of my adventures, but I hinted at the parties and concerts and crazy nights I’d had. She listened intently, hanging on my every word. I started to tell her about Dublin next, then Edinburgh. By the time I got to Paris, it was dinnertime. We walked to the dining hall together. Sasha nibbled at some gross-looking pizza while I munched down on mashed potatoes and fried chicken, telling her tale after tale. She was totally engrossed. But once dinner was over, I was pretty much talked-out.

“Where’d you go next?” Sasha asked as we arrived back to the dorm.

“You know, if I tell you everything tonight, there won’t be anything left to say tomorrow,” I joked. “How about we watch a movie or something?”

“Okay!” Sasha said. “Gee, I’m so glad you’re my roommate! Adam, you’re so cool. And I feel so relaxed. I thought I’d never feel better, but I already feel like college is going to be awesome!”

“I’m glad,” I said, taking a risk and laying a hand on her shoulder. I squeezed gently, expecting her to run away like a frightened rabbit. But even though she blushed like crazy and looked down at her feet, her hair falling over her face, she didn’t move away. That was a really good sign.

She wasn’t the only one who felt like college was going to be awesome.
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I spent the next week as a good college student should: going to classes, eating at the dining hall, not sneaking liquor into my dorm room. I got the books, and I even hit them sometimes. Mostly, though, I tried to win over my sweet, bunny-eyed roommate.

Sasha was as innocent as they come. Preacher’s daughter to the max. She’d never drank, did drugs, and – I had to guess, since she didn’t tell me – never had sex. She’d never done a lot of things: seen an R-rated movie, driven over the speed limit, shoplifted, or been on an airplane. She’d never, honestly, done…anything.

Which made it really easy to impress her.

And impress her I did. She seemed to hang on every word that came out of my mouth. I’d get home after class and she’d be waiting like a puppy to ask me questions about how she was supposed to make friends, or what it felt like to dance at a club, or if I knew what a “gravity bong” was. I was more than happy to answer each and every question, since each and every question made her trust me more and more.

I could have been annoyed by her clinginess, but it was hard to be annoyed when she was clearly so in need of guidance. And, shit, it was hard to be annoyed when she wore those cute little pajama shorts and low-cut tank tops to bed. It was like she had no idea what effect her body had on me, or on men in general.

I was just waiting for my chance to show her. And by the end of the first week, I admit to getting a little impatient. On the first Friday of the semester, I wound up going out with some guys from my Econ class. I advised Sasha to go to the “pizza party” being hosted in the dorm’s lounge, by the RA’s, She asked me to go with her and looked petulant when I said I had other plans, but she did as I said.

When I got back, I was frustratingly sober. Turns out the Econ guys weren’t into partying the way I was. Their idea of a night out was going to the local old man bar and – get this – playing pool. Not a single one of them ordered a beer, and I wasn’t going to be the only fool getting drunk. Even though it was a Friday night, the bar seemed to be reserved for old dudes who lived in town, not the usual college crowd.

It was a little before midnight when I got back to the dorm and found Sasha on her bed, in her pajamas. Crying.

“Sasha!” I exclaimed, surprised and a little scared of what might have happened to her. “What’s wrong?!”

“Oh, Adam,” she sniffled, wiping her cheeks. She was in her tiny, thin, plaid pajama shorts and a tight v-neck t-shirt. “I w-went…to the pizza…party…”

She was speaking haltingly between sobs. I sat across from her, on my bed.

“Calm down,” I suggested. “Take deep breaths.”

She did as I said, and within a few moments her tears had subsided.

“Okay,” I said. “Now, tell me what happened. Did someone hurt you?”

If someone did, I was going to kill him.

“No,” she said quickly. “Nothing like that. It’s just that I…I…I had no idea…”

She took a deep, labored breath.

“Like, no one is a virgin!” Sasha blurted it out, as though she was ripping off a virgin. “After the pizza party, we went to this girl’s room to play games. And they wanted to play Never Have I Ever, and I was…it was so embarrassing! I thought…I mean, I was winning, because I never did any of the things they said! But then when it was my turn, all I could think of was…”

I knew the game she was talking about. Everyone held up five or ten fingers, depending on the game, and went around in a circle. You’d say something you’d never done. If anyone in the circle had done it, they put a finger down. Whoever put all their fingers down first was the winner – or loser depending on how you looked at it.

“You said ‘never have I ever had sex’?” I said, making a not-that-wild guess. Sasha nodded slowly, staring down at her lap.

“I’m so stupid,” she whimpered. “They all looked at me like I was a freak!”

“Oh,” I said. Sasha’s ample breasts heaved with her shuddering breaths. Even with her eyes rimmed red from crying, she was unbelievably sexy. I knew she was feeling sad and maybe a little vulnerable, but this was my shot. I could just tell, this was the time to do it. What kind of man would I be if I didn’t take the opportunity to try and get in my hot roommate’s pants? Or, more accurately, her pajama shorts. “I’m so sorry to hear that.”

“I just…I feel like such a loser!” Sasha mumbled. She wiped her cheeks, then blinked up at me. “Are you…a…?”

“No,” I said quickly.  “I’m not. I would be embarrassed, too, if I was a virgin in college.”

Sasha blushed, looking away. Her shoulders slumped.

“Maybe I should just go home,” she sniffled. “Maybe I’m not ready…”

“That’s dumb,” I interrupted, trying to sound confident but not overeager. “Why not just, you know, have sex? Then you wouldn’t have to worry about being the only virgin on campus.”

“Have sex?” Sasha asked like the idea was so novel – well, how else did she expect to lose her v-card? I stopped myself from rolling her eyes at her innocence. “But…how?”

I laughed, unable to help myself. Sasha pouted and crossed her arms against her chest, which only made her boobs look fuller as they pressed together. I wanted to bury my face between them, lick my way all the way down to her pussy, and show her just what I meant. But she wasn’t going to let me do that…yet.

“It’s easier than you think it is,” I said with a shrug. “Don’t get all bent out of shape. It’s just that a hot girl asking how to lose her virginity is, like, so stupid.”

Sasha blushed again, her pout disappearing.

“You…think I’m hot?” Sasha squeaked.

“Sure,” I said, flipping my hand to show that her being hot wasn’t a big deal to me. “You’re hot enough.”

“So…you think someone would actually…like…want to have sex with me?” Sasha’s big blue eyes widened, no more tears welling in them. She bit her lip.

“I don’t see why not,” I said. “I would.”

She gasped, drawing back slightly, her cheeks so red they could have been fire hydrants. Shit, had I freaked her out? Gone too far? She dropped her gaze to the floor.

“You…you would?” She looked back up at me, batting her lashes. There was an undeniable look of hope on her face that made me want to jump up and shout in victory.

“Yeah, I guess,” I said, still acting nonchalant. “If it helped you out. I’m a good guy, I don’t want to see you upset like this. If all you need is someone to show you the ropes, I’m here for you.”

Sasha studied me. Her blushing cheeks dimpled as a sweet smile crossed her face. Sweet, but definitely nervous, too.

“Are you…are you totally sure?” Sasha asked, nearly breathless. “That would be…oh, it would be so great, Adam! I’d, like, totally owe you one!”

She’d owe me one? Damn. Luck really was on my side. I grinned, trying not to look insane. I didn’t want to scare her off now, when she was practically riding my dick already.

“We can go slow,” I said, getting off my bed and sitting beside her on the opposite side of the room. She turned to follow me with her eyes. I could almost sense the anxiety radiating from her full, curvy body. One of us had to make the first move, and clearly she expected it to be me.

Reaching across her body, I took both her shoulders in my hands and began to rub. Her muscles were so tense, it was like rubbing stone. She got even stiffer at first, and I worried that she would change her mind. I leaned in, making my voice extra deep and breathy as I whispered into her ear. “Relax, Sasha. I’ll take care of everything. Trust me.”

She sighed, and I finally felt some give in her tense muscles. She obeyed my hushed command, and began to relax. After a minute, her shoulders slumped. I studied the curve of her neck, her messy bun giving me plenty of access to her flesh. She even began to move with me, rolling her shoulders as I rubbed them. A muffled moan passed through her lips. My dick twitched to life at the thought of making her moan again – much louder.

“Keep still,” I suggested, whispering into her ear again. She shuddered in response. I licked my lips, watching her face slowly go blank as she let my hands lull her into a relaxed state. I leaned in close, picking a spot right under her ear, and pressed my lips to her flesh. She tasted sweet, and smelled like baby powder.

Hungry for more, and boldened by the way she leaned in to me, I kissed my way down her neck towards her collarbone. I moved until I was sitting behind her, my mouth slowly tracing its way from one shoulder to the other, my tongue gathering her sweetness like a drug. My cock was more than a little hard by the time I’d covered her neck and upper back in kisses. And Sasha was fully relaxed, even squirming slightly and pressing back against me.

It was time to turn things up a notch. I released her shoulders, which were like jelly by then, and slowly inched my hands down her chest. She stiffened ever-so-slightly as my fingertips grazed the top of her shirt, but she didn’t stop me. I nibbled her left ear, slowly diving under her low-cut shirt and finding her full, soft breasts. I was so thankful she wasn’t wearing a bra – I didn’t want to have to deal with a clasp. Sasha’s breath quickened when I rubbed my palms over her nipples, making them tighten and harden. Her breasts were way more than a handful, and I squeezed gently with my fingers spread.

“Take off your shirt,” I commanded, whispering into her ear. She obeyed immediately, not even showing a hint of the hesitation I expected. Her tits jostled slightly as she pulled her shirt over her head, and I cupped them in my hands, tweaking her nipples with my thumb and forefinger. I could feel her skin heating up, her breath coming faster and faster, her pulse fluttering under my tongue as I kissed behind her ear.

“Don’t move,” I told her again, getting up from where I sat behind her. I got off the bed and knelt on the floor. She had her legs held tightly together. Her cheeks were flushed, her eyes lidded, lips dewy. I held eye contact, grasping her knees and gently forcing her thighs open so I could kneel between them.

She let me manipulate her body, a perfect little doll, trusting my every movement. I was close enough to do what I really wanted – cupping her tits from below, I leaned in and sucked her nipple into my mouth. Sasha groaned, arching her back slightly, her body betraying how much she wanted what I was doing to her.

Her sweet flesh was addictive, and I sucked and nibbled her breasts, switching between them, her tight little nipples rolling under my hungry tongue. My cock was throbbing, impatient, but I could have stayed there, kissing her perfect jugs forever. She squirmed more with each passing minute, making small mewling sounds as I worked her tits with my hands and mouth.

Now, I noticed, her legs were spreading wider without me needing to push. Sasha was squirming in her seat, and I could almost smell how excited she was. Her tiny pajama shorts were so thin that I could feel her heat against my chest as I leaned in. I felt confident that she was ready – even eager – for the next step.

I put my hands on her knees. She must have applied lotion not long before, because her legs were smooth and silky as I slowly drew my hands up her toned thighs. She shifted on the bed, her hips angling up as I approached. That was a good sign. Finally, my fingertips brushed the bottoms of her shorts, which put my hands right under her pert ass. Growling slightly in anticipation, I began to kiss downwards, leaving her sweet breasts and trailing my tongue down her stomach.

I took my time, my hands busy exploring her thighs. And then, finally, between them. Sasha gasped when I pressed my thumb against the seam of her pajama shorts, pushing the thin fabric against her flesh until I could see the outline of her pussy. I expected her thighs to snap shut, but instead they drifted even wider, as though inviting me in. Her hips shifted up, she leaned back, and I hooked a finger around her pajama shorts and yanked them to the side.

To my surprise, Sasha was shaved bare. I figured a virgin wouldn’t know to do that, but I guessed she knew more than I thought – maybe she’d read a Cosmo or two in her life. Her pussy was dewy, slick with arousal. I glanced up at her, my tongue at her bellybutton.

She was in a total trance, breathing slow and heavy, head tilted upward, body humming with need. I started to kiss faster, downward, towards her bare pussy. I wanted to taste that sweet little cunt. I brushed my fingers up and down her slit, making her coo and thrust her hips forward, asking for more. I could certainly smell her by then, as my mouth finally approached her entrance. Tugging at her shorts, I had them off in a second, and then I was face-to-face with her tight, shaved, wet slit.

Sasha moaned as I exhaled against her flesh. She smelled so sweet and fresh, my mouth watered at the thought of being the first to make her cum.

“Lay back,” I instructed, and she quickly obeyed, clearly desperate to do whatever I said. I hoisted her legs up over my shoulders, licked my lips, and dove in.

She immediately cried out as I sucked her hard clit between my lips. Licking it, I used slow, patient strokes to get it even harder and more swollen. Juices dribbled from her cunt down my chin as she panted, thrusting her hips up to meet my tongue. I massaged and kneaded her thighs as I ate her sweet, virgin pussy. She was so responsive, moaning my name as she desperately thrust against my face. Digging her fingers into my hair, she pulled me against her.

As she breathed faster and faster, I lashed at her clit with my tongue, suckling it between my lips. I knew she was going to cum quickly, since she’d never done this before. I reached up, grabbing her tits and squeezing them hard. Sasha cried out louder than ever, her thighs clenching around my head, her pussy finally releasing in a flood. Her sweet cunt pulsed against my tongue, her clit buzzing, juice dripping into my mouth. I lapped it up, savoring the taste of her very first orgasm.

Sasha slowly stilled, her body totally pliable now that she’d had her first climax. I gave her a few last kisses, each of which made her jump slightly, before rising to my feet. I was rock hard, my cock clearly outlined behind my loose gym shorts. Sasha blinked up at me, staring at my cock.

“What now?” Sasha asked quietly, as though she didn’t already know the answer.

“Well, I thought that would help prepare you,” I said, reaching down to adjust my shorts. “And now…well…if you still want me to help you out…”

“Yes!” Sasha exclaimed, a little too quickly. She bounced up, sitting straight once more, eyes bright as she looked up at me. She had full confidence in me, I could tell, and would obey whatever I said like a little puppy. The thought made me even hornier. “Please!”

“Alright,” I said, reaching for my cock and pulling it free. “I think…I’d like you to turn around. Get on all fours.”

Sasha’s eyes clouded over slightly. Was I asking too much? Did she expect some sort of slow, candlelit, romance novel scene for her first time?

“It’ll be easier for me to…you know…get inside you, quickly, without it hurting too much,” I said. I figured it wasn’t that big of a lie. It would be easier for me to ram myself into her tight, virgin pussy. Easier for me, that is.

“If you say so, Adam,” Sasha said, nodding gravely. She slowly got to her feet, then turned around. She climbed onto the bed, on all fours, her bubbly teenage ass on display. I sighed in appreciation, slowly pumping my cock as I admired her wet, juicy pussy and tight little rosebud. I wondered what it would be like to be the first man in her ass, but I knew I should count my blessings. She was offering me her virgin pussy, and I was going to be grateful for it.

I reached for her ass, grabbing her cheeks in my hands and squeezing.

“Get on your elbows,” I instructed. Sasha obeyed, her ass lifting as she bent forward. Her tits pressed against the bed, her hair wild in its messy bun. I stepped forward and slid my cock between her lips. She was so wet from her orgasm that I could coat my shaft in her juices just by sliding it back and forth between her legs. She groaned as I stimulated her clit, rubbing myself across every inch of her. Teasing her was fun, but I was getting impatient. I positioned myself at her entrance. She felt it, and went stiff underneath me.

“Calm down,” I whispered encouragingly. “It might hurt for a second, but then…”

I inched forward as I spoke, stretching her tight slit wide. She groaned again, this time with a hint of pain in her voice. She wiggled, messing up my angle of entrance, so I reached for her upper back and pinned her down.

“Stay still,” I instructed. “Or it’ll be much worse.”

“Yes, Adam,” Sasha said, her voice muffled by the sheets that were pressed to her lips.

“Good girl,” I said, relishing how tight she was. Every inch, I expected to hit resistance, but it took a while before I finally found myself stuck up against something. I shifted, pumping slowly into her, gaining speed with each thrust. She cried out in time with my thrusts, and it as hard to say whether it was pleasure or pain. It didn’t really matter – she wasn’t telling me to stop, so…

“I’m going to pop your cherry now,” I warned. “Hold on tight.”

Her hands gripped the sheets. I slid out, then thrust forward, hard. She screamed in pain as I tore through her hymen, taking her innocence once and for all. Her hot, wet cunt was like a second skin on my dick, so tight I almost couldn’t move. Sasha gasped again and again, getting used to the feel of a cock inside her. I wanted to be patient with her, but I needed friction. My balls were churning.

I started to slide in and out of her, slowly, savoring her tightness. She’d never be this tight again, and I decided to make the most of it. Gripping her ass, I squeezed tight and began to thrust faster. Sasha moaned, drooling into the sheets, but she also started to move with me. Her hips pushed back when mine pushed forward. Excited, I slowed my thrusts – she didn’t.

“You like it?” I asked, surprised at how quickly she’d gotten used to having a cock inside her.

“Yes, Adam,” Sasha whimpered. “So good…your cock in me…so good….”

“Glad to hear it,” I said, watching her impale herself on my dick over and over. Soon, I was standing perfectly still as she fucked herself on my rod. She groaned, her tits rubbing against the bed, as she slid her body against mine. Her breathing was hard and heavy again, her movements fast and hard.

I could hardly believe she was going to cum again, but when I slid my hand around her hips and stroked her clit, she screamed my name and slammed her hips backwards against me. Grinding back, I felt her sweet virgin pussy clench on my cock. She came again, her pussy milking my cock with its spasms, her toes curling.

It was so fucking hot.

I didn’t wait for her orgasm to subside before I took over again. I watched my thick, throbbing cock disappear inside her again and again, my shaft slick with her juices. She took my sudden pounding thrusts like a champ, letting me use her like a doll. Burying every inch in her cunt, I felt my balls churning, a lightness spreading at the base of my spine.

“Thank you, Adam,” Sasha moaned, and it sent me over the edge. I shoved myself against her womb, cumming inside her, spraying my jizz until it filled her up. I emptied my balls into her slit, watching her pant and buck in pleasure at the feel of my hot cum splashing inside her.

I squeezed the last of my jizz into her dripping pussy and pulled out. Sasha stayed where she was, moaning into the bed. When she finally rose and turned over onto her back, she looked rosy-cheeked and sleepy.

“Wow,” she said. “That was so amazing.”

“I’m glad you liked it,” I said, surprised at how much she got into it. For her first time, Sasha seemed to get the hang of it real quickly. “And I’m glad I could help you out.”

“Oh, yes,” she nodded dreamily. “Thank you, Adam. Sooo much. Um…can I ask you something?”

I was sitting beside her, leaning back, enjoying the afterglow and the sight of her nude body, my cum still dripping from her tight little snatch.

“Anything,” I said.

“Um…well..will it always be like that?” Sasha blinked up at me, her blue eyes so wide and trusting.

“What do you mean?” I asked. “Everyone is different…”

“But, I mean, you were so good at telling me what to do,” she explained. “I really liked that. It made me so comfortable, and I enjoyed it so much more than if I had to figure out for myself.”

“Oh,” I said. “Well, depends, I guess. You could ask a guy to do that for you, but probably you’ll find some guys want you to take the lead.”

Her face clouded over, and she frowned. I wondered what I’d said to upset her.

“I don’t want other guys,” she finally murmured, looking down and blushing again. “And I don’t want to ever have to take the lead. I only want it…like that. With you, telling me what to do.”

I couldn’t believe it. This was too good to be true. I hadn’t just won the lottery, I’d won the mega-jackpot.

“Hmm,” I said, pretending not to be excited by the prospects opening up in front of me. “Well…I do care about you. But what you’re asking for seems to be a Master-Slave kind of thing. That can take up a lot of time and energy.”

“Oh,” Sasha said, processing this. She looked dejected. “I understand…”

“But…I think I’d be willing to do it. For you. But you’d have to be very good, and do what I tell you.”

“Really?! Oh, Adam, I swear! I will do everything you say!” Sasha squealed in delight, cuddling up to me, her breasts pressed to my chest. I felt myself getting hard again, but it was late, and Sasha had already had quite a full night. I’d be a good boy and keep myself in check for the time being.

“I trust you will,” I assured her. “But you have a lot left to learn. I think we should get started first thing in the morning. I’ll teach you how to pleasure me with your mouth, the same way I did to you. Sound good?”

The thought of little Sasha taking care of my morning wood was almost too much to bear. I couldn’t wait to see her perfect lips spread wide around my cock. She nodded eagerly.

“One thing you can get started on tonight, though, is calling me Master. From now on, when the two of us are alone together, you should only call me Master. Not Adam. Out in public, you can call me Adam, but in here…”

“Okay,” Sasha agreed, nodding. “Okay…Master.”

She said the word like she was trying it on for size. When it left her mouth, she started beaming.

“I like the way that sounds,” she cooed. “It makes me feel so safe.”

“Good,” I said. “Now, let’s both get some sleep. We’ll have a long day of training ahead of us tomorrow.”

“Yes…Master,” Sasha said before yawning. She curled up with her head on the pillow, watching me out of the corner of her eye. “Are you going to…”

I drew myself up beside her, pressing my still-hard cock against her sweet, tight ass. Soon enough, she’d be used to the feel of my cock in all three of her holes. I couldn’t wait to feel her mouth, but I was even more excited about getting inside her ass. All in good time, though. For now, I was content to feel her press back against my hard-on as we drifted off to sleep.
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